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THE ENGLISH HUMOURISTS 



EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. 



LECTURE THE FIRST. 

SWIFT. 

In treating of the English humourists of the past age, it 
is of the men and of their lives, rather than of their books, 
that I ask permission to speak to you ; and in doing so, you 
are aware that I cannot hope to entertain you with a mere- 
ly humourous or facetious story. Harlequin without his 
mask is known to present a very sober countenance, and 
was himself, the story goes, the melancholy patient whom 
the Doctor advised to go\and see Harlequin* — ^a man full 
of carfes and perplexities like the rest of us, whose Self must 
always be serious to him, under whatever mask, or disguise, 
or uniform he presents it to the public. And as all of you 
here must needs be grave when you think of your own past 
and present, you will not look to find, in the histories of 
those whose lives and feelings I am going to try and de- 
scribe to you, a story that is otherwise than serious, and 
often very sad. If Humour only meant laughter, you would 

^ The aneodote is fimquendy told of our performer, Rich. 
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soaroely feel more interest about humourous writers than 
about the private life of poor Harlequin just mentioned, 
who possesses in oommcMi with these the power of making 
you laugh. But the men regarding whose lives and stories 
your kind presence here shows that you have curiosity and 
sympathy, appeal to a great number of our other faculties, 
besides our mere sense of ridicule. The humourous writer 
professes to awaken and direct your love, your pity, your 
kindness — ^your scorn for untruth, pretension, imposture — 
your tenderness for the weak, the poor, the oppressed, the 
unhappy. To the best of his means and ability he com- 
ments on all the ordinary actions and passions of life al- 
most. He takes upon himself to be the week-day preacher, 
so to speak. Accordingly, as he finds, and speaks, and feels 
the truth best, we regard him, esteem him — sometimes love 
him. And, as his business is to mark other people's lives 
and peculiarities, we moralise upon Ms life when he is gone 
— and yesterday's preacher becomes the text for to-day's 
sermon. 

Of English parents,^ and of a good English family of cler- 
gymen,* Swift was born in Dublin in 1667, seven months 



1 He was from a younger braach of the Swifts of Yoikshire. His grandfather, 
the Rev. Thomas Swift, Vicar of Goodrich, in Herefordshire, suffered for his loy- 
alty in Charles I.'s time. That gentleman maTrie<l Elizabeth Diyden, a member 
of the family of the poet. Sir Walter Scott gives, with his characteristic minute- 
ness in such points, the exact relationship between these famous men. Swift was . 
** the son of Dryden's second cousin.*' Swift, too, was the enemy of Dryden's lep- 
utotion. Witness the *• Battle of the Books :"— ** The difference was greatest among 
the horse,.** says he of the modems, " where every private trooper pretended to the 
command, from Tasso and Milton to Dryden and Withers.*' And in " Poetry, a 
Rhapsody,** he advises the poetaster to— 

** Read all the Prefaces of Dryden, 
For these 4ur critics maoh oonfide in, 
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after the death of his father, who had come to practise there 
as a lawyer. The boy went to school at Kilkenny, and aft- 
erwards to Trinity College, Dublin, where he got a degree 
with difficulty, and was wild, and witty, and poor. In 
1688, by the recommendation of his mother, Swift was re- 
ceived into the family of Sir William Temple, who had 
known Mrs. Swift in Ireland. He left his patron in 1693, 
and the next year took orders in Dublin. But he threw up 
the small Irish preferment which he got, and returned to 
Temple, in whose family he remained until Sir William's 
death in 1699, His hopes of advancement in England fail- 
ing. Swift returned to Ireland, and took the living of Lara- 
cor. Hither he invited Hester Johnson,^ Temple's natural 
daughter, with whom he had contracted a tender friend- 
ship, while they were both dependants of Temple's. And 
with an occasional visit to England, Swift now passed nine 
years at home. 

In 1709 he came to England, and, with a brief visit to 
Ireland, during which he took possession of his deanery of 
St. Patrick, he now passed five years in England, taking 
the most distinguished part in the political transactions 
which terminated with the death of Queen Anne. After 
her death, his party disgraced, and his hopes of ambition 
over, Swift returned to Dublin, where he remained twelve 
years. In this time he wrote the famous " Drapier's Let- 



Thougli merely writ, at fizst, for filling. 

To raise the volume's price a shiUing." 
<' Cousin Swift, you will never be a poet,** was the phrase of Diyden to his kins 
man, which, remained alive in a memory tenacious of such matters. 

1 " Miss Hetty" she was called in the fvaxufy, where her face, and her dress, an4 
Sir William's treatment of her, all made the real hot about her birth plain enough. 
Sir William left her a thousand pounds. 
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tera" and " G-ulliver's Travels." He married Hester John- 
son, Stella, and buried Esther Vanhomrigh, Vanessa, who 
had followed him to Ireland firom London, where she had 
contraoted a violent passion for him. In 1726 and 1727 
Swift was in England, which he quitted for the last time 
on hearing of his wife's illness. Stella died in January, 
1728, and Swift not until 1745, having passed the last five 
Df the seventy-eight years of his life,- With an impaired in- 
teUeot and keepers to watoh him.^ 

You know, of course, that Swift has had many biogra- 
phers ; his life has been told by the kindest and most good- 
natured of men, Scott, who admires but cannot bring him- 
self to love him, and by stout old Johnson," who, forced to 



Sometimet, during hi» mental affliction, he continued walking al)out the houae 
for many consecutiTe hours ; sometimes he remained in a kind of torpor. At times, 
he would seem to struggle to bring into distinct consciousness, and shape into ex- 
pression, the intellect that lay smothering under gloomy obstruction in him. A pier- 
glass falling by accident, nearly fell on him. He said, he wished it had ! He once 
repeated, slowly, several times, " I am what I am." The last thing he wrote was 
an epigram on the building of a magazine for anns and stores, which was pointed 
jut to him as he went abroad during his mental disease : — 

Behold a proof of Irish sense : 
Here Irish wit is seen ; 

When nothing's left that's worth defence. 
They build a magazine ! 
^ s Beside^ these famous books of Scott's and Johnson's, there is a copious " Life" 
toy Thomas Sheridan (Dr. Johnson's "Sherry"), father of Richard Brinsley, and son 
of that good-natured, clever, Irish, Dr. Thomas Sheridan, Swift's intimate, yrho lost 
* his chaplaincy by so unluckily choosing for a text on the king's birthday, " Sufficient 
for the day is the evil thereof!" Not to mention less important works, there is also 
the " Remarks on the Life and writings of Dr. Jonathan Swift," by that polite and 
dignified writer, the Eari of Orrery. His lordship is said to have striven for literary 
renown, chiefly that he might make up for the slight passed on him by his fatho^, 
who left his library away from him. It is to be feared that the ink he used to wash 
out that stain only made it look bigger. He had, however, known Swift, and cor- 
responded with people who knew him. His work (which appeared in 1751) pro- 
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admit him into the company of poets, receives the fatnou* 
Irishman, and^takes off his hat to him with a bow of suihf 
recognition, scans him from head to foot, and passes over t( 
the other side of the street. Dr. Wilde of Dublin,* who ha* 
written a most interesting volume on the closing years of 
Swift's life, calls Johnson ^^ the most malignant of his biog- 
raphers :" it is not easy for an English critic to please Irish- 
men — ^perhaps to try and jdease them. And yet Johnson 
truly admires Swift : Johnson does not quarrel with Swift^s 
change of politias, or doubt his sincerity of religion : about 
the famou£i Stella and Yanessa controversy the Doctor does 
not bear very hardly on Swift But he could not give the 
Dean that honest hand of his ; the stout old man puts it 
into his breast, and moves off from him.' 

Would we have liked to live with him ? That is a ques- 
tion which, in dealing with these people'a works, and think- 
ing of their lives and peculiarities, every reader of biogra- 
phies must put to himself- Would you have liked to be a 



rcked a good deal of controveray, calling out, among other brochvreSf the interesting 
"Obaerrations on Lord Orrery's Remarks," dco. of Dr. Delany. 

* Dr. Wilde's book was -written on the occasion of the remains of Swift and Stel- 
la being brought to the light of day — a thing which happened in 1835, when certain 
works going on in St. Patrick's Cathedral, Dublin, afforded an opportunity of their 
being examined. One hears with surprise of these skulls ** going the rounds'* of 
houses, and being made the objects of dilettante curiosity. The larynx of Swifl was 
actually carried off! Phrenologists had a low opinion of his intellect, from the ob 
servations they took. 

Dr. Wilde traces the symptoms of ill health in Swift, as detailed in his writings 
from time to time. He observes, likewise, that the skull gave evidence of " diseased 
action" of the brain during life — such as would be produced by an increasing tend 
ency to " cerebral congestion." 

* " He [Dr. Johnson] seemed to me to have an unaccountable prejudice against 
Swift ; for I once took the liberty to ask him if Swift had personally offended him, 
and he told mo he had not "^-^BoswBLii's Tour to the Hebrides. 

A2 
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friend of the great Dean ? I should like to have been Shaks- 
peare's shoeblack — just to have lived in his house, just to 
have worshipped him — ^to have run on his errands, and seen 
that sweet serene face. I should like, as a young man, to 
have lived on Fielding's stair-case in the Temple, and after 
helping him up to bed perhaps, and opening his door with 
his latch-key, to have shaken hands with him in the morn- 
ing, and heard him talk and crack jokes over his breakfast 
and his mug of small beer. Who would not give some- 
thing to pass « night at the club with Johnson, and Gold- 
smith, and James Boswell, Esq., of Auchinleck? The 
charm of Addiscm's companionship and conversation has 
passed to us by fond tradition — but Swift ? If you had 
been his inferior in parts (and that, with a great respect for 
all persons present, I fear is only very likely), his equal in 
mere social statioi), he would have bullied, scorned, and in- 
sulted you ; if^ undeterred by his great reputation, you had 
met him like a man, he would have quailed before you,' 



I Few men, to be sure, dared this experiment, but yet their success was encoura- 
ging. One gentleman made a point of asking the Dean, whether his uncle Godwin 
had not given him his education. Swift, who hated that subject cordially, and, in- 
deed, cared little for his kindred, said, sternly, ** Yes ; he gave me the education of 
a dog." " Then, sir," cried the other, striking his £at on the table, " you have not 
the gratitude of a dog !" 

Other occasions there were when a bold &ce gave the Dean pause, even after his 
Ldsh almost-royal position was established. But he brought himself into greater 
danger on a certain occasion, and the amusing circumstances may be once more re- 
peated here. He had unsparingly lashed the notable Dublin lawyer, Mr. Serjeant 
Bettesworth— 

** So, at the bar, the booby Bettesworth, 
Though half-a-crown out-pays his sweat's worth. 
Who knows in law nor text nor maigent, 
Calls Singleton his brother-serjeant !" 
The Serjeant, it is said, swore to have his life. He presented himself at the i 
ery. The Dean asked his name. " Sir, I am Seijeant Bett-es-woith." 
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He says as xtmoti himself in one of Ms letters to Boling- 
htcke : — " All my endeavours to distinguish myself were 
only for want of a great title and fortune, that I might be 
used like a lord by those who have an opinion of my parts ; 
whether right or wrong is no great matter. And so the 
r^utaticm of wit and great learning does the offioe of a 
blue riband or a ooach and six."' 

Could ih^re be a greater candour? It is an outlaw, 
who says, " These are my brains ; with these PU win titles 
and compete with fortune. These are my bullets ; these 
FU turn into gold >;" and he hears, the sound of coaches and 
six, takes the road like Macheath, and makes society stand 
and deliver. They are all on their knees before him. Down 
go my lord bishop's apron, and his Grr ace's blue riband, and 
my lady's brocade petticoat in the mud. He eases the one 
of a living, the other of a patent place, the third of a little 
snug post about the Court, and gives them over to followers 



she buret into tears and retired. His first compliment to her when he saw her 
again was, * Pray, madam, are yon as proud and ill-natured now as when I saw you 
last?* To which she answered with great good-humour, * No, Mr. Dean, Pll sing 
for you if you please.' From which time he conceived a great esteem for her."— 
Scott's Idfe. 

• ... "He had not the least tincture of vanity in his conversation. He was, 
perhaps, as he said himself, too proud to be vain. When he was pk>lite, it was in a 
maimer raitirely his own. In his firiendships he was constant and undisguised. He 
was the same in his enmities." — Orrery. 

^ " I make no figure but at court, where I affect to turn from a lord to the mean- 
•St of my acquaintances."-^/inirfuiZ to Stella. 

**lhm plagued with bad authors, verse and prose, who send me their books and 
poems, the vilest I ever saw ; but I have given their names to my man, never to let 
them see me.^^-^oumai to- Stella. 

The following curious paragraph illustrates the life of a courtier T — 

** Did I ever tell you that the Lord Treasurer hears ill with the left ear just as I 

do t I dare not tell him that I am so, sir ; fwfear he ehmdd think <A«r 1 

•mm te tftHtd to makM my conn /"— -Jimnwil fe StelU. 
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of his own. The great prize has not come yet. The coach 
with the mitre and crozier in it, which he intends to have 
for his share, Jias been delayed on the way from St. James's ; 
and he waits and waits until hightfall, when his runners 
gome and tell him that the coach has taken a different 
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Swift's seems to me to be as good a name to point a 
moral or adorn a tale of ambition, as any hero's that ever 
lived and failed. But we must remember that the morality- 
was lax, — ^that other gentlemen besides himself took the 
road in his day, — that public society was in a strange dis- 
ordered condition, and the State was ravaged by other con- 
dottieri. The Boyne was being fought and won, and lost 
— ^the bolls rung in William's victory, in the very same 
tone with which they would have pealed* for James's. Men 
were loose upon politics, and to shift for themselves. They, 
as well as old beliefs and institutions, had lost their moor- 
ings and gone adrift in the storm. As in the South Sea 
Bubble almost everybody gambled ; as in the Railway 

ble Chrittian spirit^ to conceal their names ; it is certain that all persons of true ge- 
nius or knowledge have an invincible modesty and suspicion of tfaemselves upon 
their first sending their thoughts into the world." 

This " invincible modesty" was no doubt the sole reason which induced the Dean 
to keep the secret of the " Drapier's Letters," and a hundred humble Christian 
works of which he was the author. As for the Opposition, the Doctor was for deal- 
ing severely with them : he writes to Stella : — 

JonRNAj[.. Lbtteb XIX. 

''London, March 25thy 1710-11. 

" We have let Guiscard be. buried at last, after shewing him piekled 

in a trough this fortnight for twopence a piece ; and the fellow that showed would 
point to his body and say, ' See, gentlemen, this is the wound that was given him 
by his Grace the Duke of Ormond ;* and, * This is tlie wound,' &c. ; and then the 
show was over, and another set of rabble came in. 'Tis hard that our laws would 
not suffer us to hang his body in chains, because he was not tried ; and in the ey* 

of the law every man is innocent till then." 

• * * * . * * * 

Journal. Lbttbb XXVII. 

"London, July 25M, 1711. 
" I was this afternoon with Mr. Secretaiy at his office, and helped to hinder a 
man of his pardon, who is condemned for a rape. The Under Secretary was will- 
ing to save him ; but I told the Secretaiy he could not pardon him without a fii^ 
Tourable report finom the Judge , besides, he was a fiddler, and consequently a 
ragne, and deserved hanging for something else ; and so he shall swing." 
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mania — ^Rot many centuries ago— almost every one took 
his unluoky share ; a man of that time, of the vast talents 
and ambition of Swift, could scarce do otherwise than grasp 
at his prize, and make his spring at his opportunity. His 
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(or one, that fate wrested the prey out of his claws, and cut 
his wings and chained him. One can gaze, and not with- 
out awe and pity, at the lonely eagle chained behind the 
bars. 

That Swift was born at No. 7, Hoey's-court, Dublin, on 
the 30th November, 1667, is a certain fact, of which no- 
body will deny the sister island the honour and glory ; but, 
it seems to me, he was no more an Irishman than a man 
horn of English parents at Calcutta is a Hindoo.^ G-dd- 
smith was an. Irishman, and always an Irishman: Steele 
was an Irishman, and always an Irishman : Swift's heart 
was English and in Engluid, his habits English, his Ic^o 

1 Swift was by no means inclined to forget such considerations ; and his English 
birth makes its mark, strikingly enough, every now^and tiien in his writings. Thus 
in a letter to Pope (Scott*s Swifty vol. xix. p. 97), he says — 

" We have had your volume of letters Some of those who highly value 

you, and a few who know you personaUy, are grieved to find you make no distinc- 
tion between the English gentry of this kingdom, and the savage old Irish (who are 
only the vulgar, and some gentlemen who live io the Irish parts of the kingdom) ; 
but the English colonies, who are three parts in four, are much more civilized than 
many counties in England, ai)d speak better Englishf and are much better bred.** 

And again, in the fourth Drapier's Letter, we have the following : — ^ 

*^ A short paper, printed at Bristol, and reprinted here, reports Mr. Wood to say 
* that he wonders at the iiiq>udence and insolence of the Irish, in refusing his coin.' 
When by the way, it is the true English people of Ireland who refuse it, although 
we take it for granted that the Irish will do so too whenever they are asked.*'-7* 
ScoTT*8 Stoiftt vol. iv. p. 143. - 

H9 goes further, in a good-humoured satirical paper, '^On Barbarous Denonna^ 
tions in Ireland," where (after id)using, as he was wont, the Scotch cadence, as 
well as expression) he advances to the ** Irish brogue^" and speaking of the " cen- 
sure" which it brings down, says : — 

** Aiid what is yet worse, it is too well known that the bad cofnsequence of this 
opinion affects those among us who are not the least liable to such reproaches far- 
ther than the nusfortune of being, bom in Ireland, although of English parents, and 
whose education has been chiefly in that kingdom."— /^'d, vol. viL p. 149. 

But, indeed, if we are to make anything of Race at all, we must call that man an 
EUiglishman whose father comes from an old Yoikthire family, and his moChisr from 
•a old lisicestenhire one ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



SMTFTv 17 

eminently English ; his statement is elaborately simple ; 
he shuns tropes and metaphors, and nses his ideas and 
words, with a wise thrift and economy, as he used his 
money ; with which he could be generous and splendid 
upon great occasions, but which he husbanded when there 
was no need to spend it. He never indulges in needless 
extravagance of rhetoric, lavish epithets, profuse imagery. 
IJ[e lays his opinion before you wjtth a grave simplicity and 
a perfect neatness.^ Dreading ridicule, too, as a man of 
his humour — ^above all, an Englishman of his humour — 
certainly would, he is afraid to use the poetical power 
which he really possessed; one often fancies in reading 
him Ibat he dares not be eloquent when he might ; that 
he does not speak above his voice, as it were, and the tone 
of society. 

His initiation into politics, his knowledge of business, his 
knowledge of polite life, his acquaintance with literature 
even, which he could not have pursued very sedulously 
during that recklesa career at Dublin, Swift got under the 
roof of Sir William Temple. He was fond of telling in 
after life what quantities of books he devoured there, and 



' *' The style of his conversation was veiy much of a piece with that of his writ* 
ings« concise and<;Iear and strong. Being one day at a Sheriff's feast, who amongst 
other toasts called out to him, * Mr. Dean, The trade of Ireland !' He answered 
quick : * Sir, I drink no memories ! ' 

" Happening to be in company with a petulant young man who prided himself on 
svjring pert things . . . . : and who cried out — * You must know, Mr. Dean, that 1 
set up for a wit?' 'Do you so,' says the Dean, * take my advice, and sit down 
again!' 

" At another time, being in company, where a lady whisking her long train [long 
trains were then in fashion] swept down a fine fiddle and broke it ; Swift cried out — 

** Mantua vae miseras mmhim vicina Gremonse !" 
— Dr. DBl«Ainr. Obt^rvatwu vpo%Lord Orrery** ** Remarkst <f«." in Swifi.' Lou 
don, 175i. 
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how King William taught him to out asparagus in the 
Dutch fashion. It was at Shene and at Moor Park, with 
a salary of twenty pounds and a dinner at the uppef serv* 
ants' table, that this grqat and lonely Swift passed a ten 
years' apprenticeship — ^wore a cassock that was only not a 
livery — ^bent down a knee as proud as Lucifer's to suppli- 
cate my lady's good graces, or run on his honour's errands.* 
It was here, as he was writing at Temple's table, or follow- 
ing his patron's walk, that he saw and heard the men who 
had governed the great world — measured himself with 
them, looking up from his silent comer, guaged their brains, 
weighed their wits, turned them, and tried them, and 
marked them. Ah ! what platitudes he must have heard ! 
what feeble jokes! what pompous commonplaces! what 
small men they must have seemed under those enormous 
periwigs, to the swarthy, uncouth, silent Irish secretary. 
I wonder whether it ever struck Temple that that Irishman 
was his master ? I suppose that dismal conviction did not 
presei^t itself under the ambrosial wig, or Temple could 
never have lived with Swift. Swift sickened, rebelled, left 
the service — ate humble pi^ and came back again ; and so 
for ten years went on, gathering learning, swallowing scorn, 
and submitting with a stealthy jage to his fortune. 

Temple's style is the perfection of practised and esisy 
good-breeding. If he does not penetrate very deeply into 
a subject, he professes a very gentlemanly acquaintance 
with it ; if he makes rather a parade of Latin, it w^ the 



1 ** Don*t you remember how I used to be in pain when Sir William Temple would 
Look cold and out of humour for three or four days, and I used to suspect a hund- 
red reasons 7 I have plucked up my spirits since then, faiUi ; he spoiled a fine 
gentleman/'*-n/Mima2 to SuUa 
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custom of his day, as it was the custom for a gentleman 
to envelope his head in a periwig and his hands in lace 
ruffles. If he wears buckles and square-toed ^hoes, he 
steps in them with a consummate grace, and you never 
hear Iheir creak, or find them treading upon any lady's 
train or any rival's heels in the Court crowd. When that 
grows too hot or too agitated for him, he politely leaves it. 
He retires to his retreat of Shene or Moor Park ; and lets 
the King's party, and the Prince of Orange's party battle 
it out among themselves. He reveres the sovereign (and 
no man perhaps ever testified to his loyalty by so elegant 
a bow) : he admires the Prince of Orange; but there is 
one person whose ease and comfort he loves more than all 
the princes in Christendom, and that valuable member of 
society is himself, G-ulielmus Temple, Baronettus. One 
sees him in his retreat ; between his study-chair and his 
tulip beds,' clipping his apricots and pruning his essays,-^ 

' . . . . *' The Epicureans were more intelligible in their notion, and fortunate 
in their expression, when they placed a man's happiness in the tranquillity of his 
mind and indolence of body ; for while we are composed of both, I doubt both must 
hare a share in the good or ill we feel. As men of several languages say the same 
things in very different words^ so in several ages, countries, constitutions of laws 
and religion, the same thing seems to be meant by veiy different expressions ; 
what is called by the Stoics apathy, or dispassion ; by the sceptics, indistuibavce ; 
by the Molinists, quietism; by common men, peacd of conscience, — seems all 
to mean but great. For this reason Epicurus passed his life wholly in his 
garden: there he studied, there he exercised, there he tatlght his philosophy; and, 
indeed, no other sort of abode seems to contribute so much to both the tranquillity 
of mind and indolence of body, which he made his chief ends. The sweetness of 
the air, the pleasantness of smeU, the verdure of plants, the cleanness and light- 
ness of food) the exercise of working or walking ; but, above all, the exemption 
60m cares and solicitude, seem equally to favour and improve both contemplation 
and health, the enjoyment of sense and imagination, and thereby the quifit and 

ease both of the body and mind. Where Paradise was has been much 

debated, and little agreed ; but what sort of place is meant by it may peihaps 
easier be conjectured. It seemi to hav* b«en a Peiaian word, since X»nophoi 
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the statesman, the ambai(sador no more ; but the philoso- 
pher, the Epicurean, the fine gentleman and courtier at 
St. James's as at Shene ; where in place of kings and fair 
ladies, he pays his Qourt to the Ciceronian majesty; or 
w^ilks a minuet with the Epic Muse ; or dallies by the 
south wall with the ruddy nymph of gardens. 

Temple seems to have received and exacted a prodigious 
deal of veneration from his household, and to have been 
cbaxed, and warmed, and cuddled by the people round 
about him, as delicately as any of th& plants which he 
loved. When he fell ill in 1693, the household was aghast 
at his indisposition ; mild Dorothea his wife, the best <3om- 
panion of the best of men — 

** Mild Dorothea, peaceful, wise, and great. 
Trembling beheld the doubtful hand of fate.** 

As for Dorinda, his sister— 

** Those who would grief describe, might come and trace 
Its watery footsteps in Dorinda's face. 
To see her weep, joy every face forsook. 
And grief flung sables on each menial look. 
The humble tribe mourned for the quickening soul. 
That furnished life and spirit through the whole,** 

Is not that line in which grief is described as putting th<5 

and other Greek authors mention it, as what was much in use and delight among 
the kings of those eastern countries. Strabo describing Jericho : * Ibi est palme 
turn, cui immixte sunt etiam alias stirpes hortenses, locus ierax palmis abundans, 
spatio stadiorum centum, totus Irriguus, ibi est Regis Balsami paradisus.* "— JB«»ay 
on Gardens. " 

In the same famous essay Temple speaks of a friend, whose conduct and pru- 
dence he characteristically admires. 

. . . . " I thought it very prudent in a gentleman of my friends in Stafford- 
shire, who is a greajt lover of his garden, to pretend no higher, though his soil be 
good enough, than to the perfection of pliuns ; and in these (by bestowing south 
waUs upon them) he has very weH succeeded, which he could never have done in 
attempts .upon peaches and grapes ; and a goad plum it certainly better than an HI 
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jfaenials into a mourning livery, a fine image ? One of 
the menials wrote it, who did not like that Temple livery 
nor those twenty-pound wages. Cannot one fancy the 
uncouth young servitor, with downcast eyes, books and 
papers in hand, following at his Honour's heels in the 
garden walk ; or taking his Honour's orders as he stands 
by the great chair, where Sir William has the gout, and 
his feet all blistered with moxa ? When Sir William has 
the gout or scolds it must be hard work at the second 
table;* the Irish Secretary owned as much afterwards: 
and when he came to dinner, how he must have lashed 
and growled and torn the household with his gibes and 



* Swift's Thoughts on Hamoino. 
{DirectiofU to Servantt.) 

*' To grow old in the office of a footman, is the highest of all indignities ; there- 
fore, when 3roa find years coming on without hopes of a place at court, a command 
in the anny, a succession to the stewardship, an employment^ in the revenue (which 
two last you cannot obtain without reading and writing), or running away with 
your master's niece or daughter, I directly adme you to go upon the road, which 
is the only post of honour left you : there you will meet many of your old com- 
rades, and live a short life fmd a merry one, and making a figure at your exit, 
wherein I will give you some instructions. 

** The last advice I give you relates to your behaviour when you are going to be 
hanged ; which, either for robbing your master, for house-breaking, or going ypon 
the highway, or in a drunken quarrel by killing the first man yon meet, may veiy 
probably be your lot, and is owing to one of these three qualities : either a love of 
good fellowship, a generosity of mind, or too much vivacity of spirits. Your good 
behaviour on this article will concern your whole community : deny the fact with 
all solemnity of imprecations : a hundred of your brethren, if they can be admitted, 
will attend abqut the bar, and be ready upon demand to give you a characterhefore 
the Court ; let nothing prevail on you to confess, but the promise of a pardon for 
discovering your comrades : but I suppose all this to be in vain ; for if you escape 
now, your fate will be the same another day. Get a speech to be written by the 
best author of NeWgate: some of your kind wenches will provide you with a hol« 
land shirt and wlute cap, crowned with a crimson or black ribbon : tako leave 
cheeiittlly of all your friends in Newgate : mount the cart with courage ; fall on 
your kaces ; lift up your eyes ; hold a book in your hands, although you cannot 
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soom ! What would the steward say about the pride of 
them Irish schoUards — and this one had got no great 
credit even at his Irish college, if the truth were known— 
and what a contempt his exeellency's own gentlenian 
must have had for Parson league from Dublin. (The 
valets and chaplains were always at war. It is hard to 
say which Swift thought the more contemptible). And 
what must have been the sadness, the sadness and terror, 
of the housekeeper's little daughter with the curling black 
ringlets and the sweet smiling face, when the secretary 
who teaches her to read and write, and whom she loves 
and reverences above all things ' — above mother, above 
mild Dorothea, above that tremendous Sir William in his 
square-toes and periwig, — ^when Mr, Swift comes down 
from his master with rage in his heart, and has not a kind 
word even for little Hester Johnson ? 

Perhaps for the Irish secretary, his Excellency's con- 
descension was even more cruel than his frowns. Sir 
William would perpetually quote Latin and the ancient 
classics a propos of his gardens and his Dutch statues and 
plates bandeSj and talk about Epicurus and Diogenes 
Laertius, Julius Ceesar, Semiramis, and the gardens of 
the Hesperides, Maecenas, Strabo describing Jericho, and 
the Assyrian kings. A propos of beans, he would men- 
tion Pythagoras's precept to abstain from beans, and that 
this precept probably meant that wise men should abstain 
from public affairs. He is a placid Epicurean ; he ia el 
Pythagorean philosopher ; Ae is a wise man — that is the 

read a word ; deny the fact at the gallows ; kiss and forgive the hangman, and so 
farewell ; you shall be buried in pomp at the chatge of the fraternity : the surgeon 
shall not touch a limb of you ; and your fame shall continue until a successor of 
equal renown succeeds in your place " 
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deduction. Does not Swift think so ? . One can imagine 
tlie downcast eyes lifted up for a moment, and the flash 
of scorn which they emit. Swift's eyes were as azure as 
the heaven ; Pope says nobly (as^ everything Pope said and 
thought of his friend was good and noble), " His eyes are 
as azure as the heavens, and have a charming archness in 
them." And one person in that household, that pompous 
stately kindly Moor Park, saw heaven nowhere else. 

But the Temple amenities and solemnities did not agree 
with Swift. He was half-killed with a surfeit of Shene 
pippins; and in a garden-seat which he devised for him- 
self at Moor Park, and where he devoured greedily the 
stock of books within his reach, he caught a vertigo and 
deafness which punished and tormented him through life. 
He could not bear the place or the servitude. Even in 
that poem of courtly condolence, from which we have 
quoted a few lines of mock melancholy, he breaks out of 
the funereal procession with a mad shriek, as it were, and 
rushes away crying his own grief, cursing his own fate, 
foreboding madness, and forsaken by fortune, and even 
hope. 

; I don't know anything more melancholy than the letter 
to Temple, in which, after having broke from his bondage, 
the poor wretch crouches piteously towards his cage again, 
and deprecates his master's anger. He asks for testimo- 
nials for orders. " The particulars required of me are 
what relate to morals and learning; and the reasons of 
quitting your Honour's family — ^that is whether the last 
was occasioned by any ill action. They are left entirely 
to your Honour's mercy, though in the first I think I 
cannot reproach myself for anything further than for tn- 



Digitized by 



Google 



S4 ENGLISH HUMOURISTS. 

firmities. This is all I dare at present beg from your Hon* 
Qur, under circumstances of life not worth your regard : 
what is left me to wish (next to the health and prosperity 
of your Honour and family) is that Heaven would one 
day allow me the opportunity of leaving my lusknowledg- 
ments at your feet. I beg my most humWe duty and 
service be presented to my ladies, your Honour's lady and 
sister." — Can prostration fall deeper? could a slave bow 
lower?* - 

Twenty years afterwards Bishop Kennet, describing 
the same man, says, "Dr. Swift came into the coffee- 
house and had a bow from everybody but me. When I 



^ '* H9 continned in Sir William Templels house till the death of that great man." 
'' — Anecdotes of the Family ofStn/i, by the Dean. 

" It has since pleased God to take this great and good person to himself." — Pre/' 
actio Templets Works. 

On all jnMic occasions, Swift spealut of Sir William in th^ same tone. But the 
reader will better understand how acutely he remembered the indignities he suffered 
in his household, from the subjoined extracts from the Journal to SteUa : — 

" I called at Mr. Secretaiy the other day, to see what the d— ^ ailed him on 
Sunday : I made him a veiy proper speech ; told him I observed he was much out 
of temper, that I did not expect he would tell me the cause, but would be glad to 
see he was in better ; and one thing I warned him of-— never to appear cold to me, 
for 1 would not be treated Wne a schoolboy ; that I had felt too much of that in my 
life already" {meaning Sir William Temple), &c. &c. — Journal to Stella. 

" I am thinking what a veneration we used to have for Sir William Temple 
because he might have been secretaiy of state at fifty ; and here is a young fellow 
hardly thirty in that employment."*— i^irf. 

"The Secretary is as easy with me 'as Mr. Addison was. I have often thought 
what a splutter Sir William Temple makes about being Secretary of State." — Ibid. 

** Lord Treasurer has had an ugly fit of the rheumatism, but is now quite well. 
I was playing at one^and-thirty with him and his family the other night He gave 
us all twelvepence apiece to begin with : it put me in mind of Sir William Tem 
pie."— /*»<«. 

** I thought I saw Jack Temple \ntp1uw to Sir WilUam^'\ and his wife pass by 
me to-day in their coach ; but I took no notice of them, I am glad I have wholly 
shaken off that femily."— 5. to S., Sept, 1710. 
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came to the antechamber [at Court] to wait before pray- 
ers, Dr. Swift was the priacipal man of talk and business* 
He was soliciting the Earl of Arran to speak to his brother, 
the Duke of Ormond, to get a place for a clergyman. He 
was promising Mr. Thorold to undertake, with my Lord 
Treasurer, that he should obtain a salary of 200/. per 
annum as member of the English Church at Rotterdam. 
He stopped F. Grwynne, Esq., going in to the Queen with 
the red bag, and told him aloud, he had something to say 
to him firom my Lord Treasurer. He took out his gold 
watch, and telling the time of day, complained that it was 
very late. A gentleman said he was too fast. ' How can I 
help it,' says the doctor, * if the courtiers give me a watch 
that won't go right? Then he instructed a young no- 
bleman, that the best poet in England was Mr. Pope (a 
Papist), who had begun a translation of Homer into En- 
glish, for which he would have them all subscribe ; * For,' 
says he, '^he shall not begin to print till I have a thou- 
sand guineas for him." Lord Treasurer, after leaving the 
Q,ueen, came through the room beckoning Dr. Swift to 
follow him, — ^both went off just before prayers." There's 
a little malice in the Bishop's "just before prayers." 

This picture of the great Dean seems a true one, and is 
harsh, though not altogether unpleasant. He was doing 
good, and to deserving men too, in the midst of thete 



^ ** Swifl must be allowed/' says Dr. Johnson, ** for a time, to hare dictated the 
political opinions of the English nation." 

A conversation on the Dean's pamphlets excited one of the Doctor's liTeliesk 
tallies. " One, in particular, praised his ' Conduct of the Allies.' — ^Johnson : 

* Sir, his * Conduct of the Allies' is a performance of veiy little ability 

Why, sir, Tom Davies might have written the 'Conduct o^the Allies I'^—Boi 
wvll's Xif« of' Johnson, 

B 
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intrigues and triumphs. His journals and a thousand an^ 
ecdotes of him relate his kind acts and rough manners. 
His hand was constantly stretched out to relieve an honest 
man — ^he was cautious about his money, but ready. — ^If 
you were in a strait, would you like such a benefactor? 
I think I would rather -have had a potato and a, friendly 
word from G-oldsmith, than have been beholden to the 
Dean for a guinea and dinner.^ He insulted a man as he 
served him, made women cry, guests look foolish, bullied 
unlucky friends, and flung his bcQefactions into poor men's 
faces. No ; the Dean was no Irishman — ^no Irishman ever 
gave but with a kind word and a kind heart. 

It is told, as if it were to Swift's credit, that the Dean of 
St. Patrick's performed his family devotions every morning 
regularly, but with such secresy, that' the guests in his 
house were never in the least aware of the ceremony. 
There was no need surely why a church dignitary should 
assemble his family privily in a crypt, and as if he was 



* " Whenerer he fell into the company of any person for the first time, it was his 
custom to try their tempers and disposition by some abrupt question that bore the 
appearance of rudeness. If this were well taken, and answered with good humour, 
he afterwards made amends by his cirilities. But if he saw any marks of resent- 
ment, from alarmed pride, ranity, or conceit, he dropped all further intercourse with 
the party. This will be illustrated by an anecdote of that sort related by Mrs. Pil- 
kington. After supper, the Dean having decanted a bottle of wine, poured what 
remained into a glass, and seeing it was muddy, presented it to Mr. Pilkington to 
drink .it. * For,' said he, * I always keep some poor parson to drink the foul wine 
for me.' Mr. Pilkington, entering into his humour, thanked him, and told him * he 
did not know the difference, but was glad to get a glass at any rate.' * Why then,' 

said the Dean, * you sha'n't, for 1*11 drink it myself. Why, take yon, you are 

wiser than a paltiy curate whom I asked to dine with me a few days ago ; for upon 
my making the same speech to him, he said, he did not understand such usage, and 
so walked off" without his dinner. By the same token, I told the gentleman who 
recommended him to me, that the fellow was a blockheadi and I had done with 
him.''-~SHKElDAN'8 Idf* of SunfL 
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afraid of heathen persecution. But I think the world was 
right, and the bishops who advised Q,ueen Anne, when 
they counselled her not to appoint the author of the ^' Tale 
of a Tub" to a bishopric, gave perfectly good advice. The 
man who wrote the arguments and illustrations in that 
wild book, could not but be aware what must be the se- 
quel of the propositions which he laid down.. The boon 
companion of Pope and Bolingbroke, who chose these s^ the 
friends of his life, and the recipients of his confidence and 
affection, must have heard many an argument, and joined 
in many a conversation over Pope's port, or St John's Bur- 
gtindy, which would not bear to be repeated at other men's 
boards. 

I know of few things more conclusive as to the sincerity 
of Swift's religion than his advice to poor John Gay to turn 
clergyman, and look out for a seat on the Bench. Gray, 
the author of the "Beggar's Opera,"; — Gray, the wildest of 
the wits about town — ^it was this man that Jonathan Swift 
advised to take orders — ^to invest in a cassock and bands- 
just as he advised him to husband his shillings and put his 
thousand pounds out at interest.^ The Q^ueen, and the 

.^ FBOM THB ABCHBI8H0P OF CABHBLL; 

" Cashett, May 3lst, 1735. 
«• Dbab Sib,— 

** I have been so uniortenate in all my contests of late, that I am resolved 
to have no more, especially where I am likely to be overmatched ; and as I have 
some reason to hope what is past will be forgotten, I confess I did endeavour in my 
last to p^t the best colour I could think of upon a very bad cause. My 'friends 
judge right of my idleness ; but, in reidity, it has hitherto proceeded from a huiry 
and confusion, arising from a thousand unlucky unforeseen accidoits rather than 
mere sloth. I have but one troublesome affair now upon my hands, which, by 
the help of the prime serjeant, I hope soon to get rid of; and then you shall see 
me a tnie Irish bishop. Sir James Ware has made a very usefid collection of 
the memomble actions of my predecessors. He tells me, they were bran in such 
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bishqw, and the world, were right in mistrusting the re- 
ligion of that man. 

1 am not here, of oourse, to speak of any man's religious 
views, except in so far as they influence his literary char- 
acter, his life, his humour. The most notorious sinners of 
all those fellow-mortals whom it is our business to discuss 
•—Harry Fielding and Dick Steele, were especially loud, 
and I believe really fervent, in their expressions of belief; 
they belaboured freethinkers, and stoned imaginary atheists 

a town of England or Ireland ; were consecrated such a year ; and, if not trani- 
lated, were buried in the Cathedral church, either on the north or south side. 
Whence I conclude, that a good bishop has nothing more to do than to eat, drink, 
grow fat, rich, and die ; which laudable example I propose for the remainder of my 
life to follow ; for to tell you the truth, I have for these four or five years past met 
with so much treachery^ baseness, and ingratitude among mankind, that I can hard- 
ly think it incumbent on any man to endeavour to do good to so perverse a genera- 
tion. 

•< I am truly concerned at the account you give me of your health. Without 
doubt a southern ramble will prove the best remedy you can take to recover your 
flesh ; and I do not know, except in one stage, where you can choose a road so suited 
to your circumstances, as from Dublin hither. You have to Kilkenny a turnpike 
and good inns, at every ten or twelve miles end. From Kilkenny hither is twenty 
long miles, bad road, and no inns at all : but I have an expedient for you. At the 
foot of a Yeiy high hill, just midway, there lives in a neat thatched cabin, a parson, 
who is not poor ; his wife is allowed to be the best little woman in the world. Her 
chickens are the fattest, and her ale the best in all the countiy. Besides, the par- 
ton has a little cellar of his own, of which he keeps the key, where he always has 
a hogshead of the best wine that can be got, in bottles well coiked, upon their side ; 
and he cleans and pulls out the cork better, I think, then Robin. Here I design to 
meet you with a coach ; if 3rou be tired, you shall stay all night ; if not, after din- 
ner we ^ill set out about four, and be at. Cashell by nine ; and by going through 
fields and by-ways, which the parson will show us, we shall escape all the rocky 
and stony roads that lie between this place and that, which ar9 certainly very bad. 
[ hope you will be so kind as to let me know a post or two before you set out, the 
veiy day you will be at Kilkenny, that I may have all things prepared for you. It 
roajT be, if you ask him. Cope will come : he will do nothing for me. Therefore, 
depending upon your positive promise, I shall add no more argimients to persuade 
rou, and am, with the greatest truth, your most faithful and obedient servant, 

" Thko. Cashbll.'' 
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on all sorts of occasions, going out of their way to baw\ 
their own creed, and persecute their neighbour'^, and if 
they sinned and stumbled, as they constantly did with debt, 
with drink, with all sorts of bad behaviour, they got up on 
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mind, the stars of religion and love break out in the blue 
shining serenity, thotigh hidden by the driving clouds and 
the maddened hurricane of his life. 

It is my belief that he suffered frightfully from the con- 
sciousness of his own scepticism, and that he had bent his 
pride so far down as to put his apostasy out to hire/ The 
paper left behind him, called ^< Thoughts on Religion," is 
merely a set of excuses for not professing disbelief. He 
says of his sermons that he preached pamphlets : they have 
scarce a Christian characteristic ; they might be preached 
from the steps of a synagogue, or the floor of a mosque, or 
the box of a c6ffee*house almost. There is litUe or no 
cant-^he is too great and too proud for that ; and, in so far 
as the badnei^s of his sermons goes, he is honest. But hav- 
ing put that cassock <m, it poiscmed him : he was strangled 
in his bands. He goes through life, tearing, like a man 
possessed with a devil. Like Abudah in the Arabian 
story, he is always looking out for the Fury, and knows 
that the night will come and the inevitable hag with it. 
What a night, my G-od, it was! what a lonely rage and 
long agony — ^what a vulture that tore the heart of that 
giant!* It is awful to think of the gr^at sufferings of this 
great man. Through life he always seems alone, some- 
how. Groethe was so. I cannot fancy Shakspeare other- 



^ " Mr. Swift tired with him {Sir WilUam Temple] some time, but resolying to 
settle himself in some way of Mnng, was Jnclin^d to take oideis. However, al- 
though his fortune was veiy small, he had a scrapls of entering into the Church 
merely for support**— -Anecdote* of the PamUy of Suift, by the Dkan. 

' " Pr. SwUi had a natural sererity of fa^, which eren his smilM could ne^er 
soften, or his utmost gaiety render placid and serene ; but when that sternness of Tie- 
age was increased by rage, it is scarce possible to imagine looks or features that car- 
ried in them more tenor and austerity." — Orbbrt. 
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wise. The giants must live apart. The kings can have 
no company. Bat this man suffered so ; and deserved so 
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melts^ at the thoughts of childhood, fondles and caresses 
it. Mr. Dean has no smch softness, and enters the nursery 
with the tread and gaiety of an ogre.^ " I have been as- 
sured," says he in the " Modest Proposal," "by a very 
knowing American of my acquaintance in London, that a 
young healthy child, well-nursed, is, at a yefiir old, a most 
delicious, nourishing^ and wholesome food, whether stewed,, 
roasted, baked, or boiled ; and I make no doubt it will 
equally serve in a ragouts And, taking up this pretty 
joke, as his way is^ he argues it with perfect gravity and 
logic. 

He turns and twists this subject in a score of different 
ways : he hashes it ; and he serves it up cold ; and he gar- 
nishes it ; and relishes it always. He describes the little 
animal as " dropped from its dam,"Advising that the mother 
should let it suck plentifully in the last month, so as to ren- 
der it plump and fat for a* good i^ble ! " A child," says his 
reverence, "will make two dishes at an entertainment for 
friends; and when the family dines alone, the fore or hind- 
quarter will make a reasonable dish," and so on; and,t;he 
subject being so delightful that he cannot leave it— he pro- 
ceeds to recommend, in place of venison for squires' tables, 
"the bodies of young lads and maidens not exceeding four- 
te^i nor under twelve." Amiable humourist ! laughing 
castigator of morals ! There was a process well known and 
practised in the Dean's gay days: when a lout entered tht 
coffee-house, the wags proceeded to what they called " roast 

» "London, Apnl 10*A, 1713. 
** Lady Masham*! eldest boy is very ill : I doubt he will not lire, and sb4 nKys a^ 
Kensington to none him, which rexes us all. She is so ezcessirely fond, it ^vakes 
me mad. She should nerer leave the Queen, but leave everything, to stiek tA what 
It so. mudi the interest of the public, as weU as her own **.... — Jowmsl 
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ing" him. This is roasting a subject with a, vengeance. 
The Dean had a native genius for it. As the " Almanaoh 
des Grourmands" says, On nait rdtisseur. 

And it wa3 not merely by the sarcastic method that 
Swift exposed the unreasonableness of loving and having 
children. In Gulliver^ the folly of love and marriage by 
graver arguments and advice. In the famous Lilliputian 
kingdom, Swift speaks with approval of the practice of in- 
stantly removing children fsom their parents and educating 
them by the State; and amongst his favourite horses, a 
pair of foals are stated to be the very utmost a well-regu- 
lated equine couple would permit themselves. In fact, our 
great satirist was of opinion that conjugal love was unad- 
visable, and illustrated the theory by his own practice and 
example — Grod help him — ^which made him about the most 
wretched being in Grod's world.* 

The grave and logical conduct of an absurd proposition, 
as exemplified in the cannibal proposal just mentioned, is 
our author's constant method through all his works of hu- 
mour. Griven a country of people six inches or sixty feet 
high, and by the mere process of the logic, a thousand won- 
derful absurdities are evolved, at so many stages of the cal- 
culation. Turning to the first minister, who waited behind 
him with a white staff near as tall as the mainmast of the 
"Royal Sovereign," the king of Brobdignag observes how 
contemptible a thing human grandeur is, as represented by 
such a contemptible little creature as G^ulliver. " The Em- 
peror of Lilliput's features are strong and masculine (what 
a surprising humour there is in this description!) — ^the Em- 

^ '* My health is somewhat mended, but at best I have an ill head and an aching 
heart.**— J» 3f«y, 1719. 

B2 
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peror's features," Gulliver says, "are strong and masouline, 
with an Austrian lip, an arohed nose, his c5omplexion olive, 
his countenance erect, his body and limbs woll*proportioned, 
uid his deportment majestic. He is taller by the breadth 
of my nail than any of his court, which alone is enough 
to strike an awe into behcJders." 

What a surprising humour there is in these descrip? 
tions ! How noble the satire is here ! how just and honest ! 
How perfect the image ! Mr« Macaulay has quoted the 
charming lines of the poet, where the king of the pigmies 
is measured by the same standard. We have all read in 
Milton of the spear that was like << the mast of some taU 
amiral," but these images are surely likely to come to th^ 
comic poet originally. The subject is before him. He is 
turning it in a thousaitd ways. He is full of it. • The fig- 
ure suggests itself natifrally to him, and 6bmes out of his 
Bubject, as in. that wonderful passage, when Gulliver's box 
having been dropped by the eagle into the sea, and Gulliver 
having been received into the ship's cabin, he calla upon 
the crew to bring the box into the cabin, and put it on the 
table, the cabin being only a quarter the size of the box. ^ It 
is the veracity of the blunder which is so admirable. Had 
a man come from such a country as Brobdignag he would 
have blundered so. 

But the best stroke of humour, if there be a best in that 
abounding book, is that where Gulliver, in the unpronounce- 
able country describes lus parting from his master tibe 
horse.* "I took," he says, "a Stecond leave of my master. 



» Perhaps the most melancholy satire in the whole of the dreadful book, is the 
description of the reiy old people in the voyage to Laputa. At Lugnag, GtUHyer 
hean of some persons who never die, ealled the Struldbrugs, and expressing a wish 
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but as I was going to {nroskate myself to kiss his hoof, he 
did me the honour to raise it gentiy to my mouth. I am 

to become acquainted witk men who must have 'so much leaniing and experience, his 
cdloquiBt describes the Struldbrugs to hun. 

He said, " They commonly acted like mortals, till about thirty yean old, after 
which, by degrees, they grew melancholy and dejected, increasing in both till they 
eame to £»uracote This he learned from their own confession : for otherwise there 
not being above two or three of that speciea bom in an age, they were too few to 
form a general observation by. When they come to fourscore years, which is reck- 
oned the extremity of living ik this countiy , they had not only all the follies and in- 
firmities of other old men, but muiy more, which arose fi:om the prospect of never 
dying. They were not only opinionative, peevish, covetous, morose, vain, talkative, 
but incapable of friendship, and dead to all natural affection, which never descend 
ed helow their grandchildren. £nvy and impotent desires are their prevailing pas- 
sions. But those objects against which their envy seems principally directed, are 
the vices of the younge* sort and the deaths of the old. By reflecting on the former, 
they find themselves cut off from all possibility of pleasure y and whenever they see 
a funeral', they lament and repent that others are gone to a harbour of rest, to which 
they themselves never can hope to arrive. They have no remembrance of anything 
but what they learned and obseired in Ihetr youth and middle age, and even that is 
very imperfect And for the truth or particulars of any fact, it is safer to depend en 
oommon tradition than upon their best reooUections. The least miserable among 
them appear to be those who turn to dotage, and entirely lose their memories ; these 
meet with more pity and assistance, because they want many bad qualities which 
abound in others. 

** If a Struldbrug happened to marry one of his own kind, the marriage is dissolved 
of course, by the courtesy of the kingdom, as soon as the younger of the two comet 
tabe fourscore. For the law thinks it to be a reasonable indulgence that those who 
are condemned, without any fault of their own, to a perpetual continuance in the 
worid, should not have their misery doubled by the load of a wife. 

** As soon as they have completed the term of eighty years, they ar6 looked on as 
dead in law ; their heirs immediately succeed to their estates, only a small pittance 
it reserved for their support ; and the poor cmes are maintained at the public charge. 
After that period, they are held incapable of any employment of trustor profit, they 
cannot purchase lands ortake leases, neither are they allowed to be witnesses in 
any cause, either civil or criminal, not even for the decision of meers and bounds. 

" At ninety ih4y lose their teeth and hair ; they have at that age no distinction 
of taste, but eat and ^aink whatever they can get without relish or appetite. The 
diseases they were subject to still continue, without increasing or diminishing. In 
talking, they forget the common i^pellation of things, and the names of persons, 
even of those who are their nearest friends and relatives. For the same reason, 
they can never amuse themselves with reading, because their memory wfllnot serva 
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not ignorant how mudi I have been censured for mention- 
ing this last particular. Detractors are pleased to think it 
improbable that so illustrious a person should descend to* 
give so great a mark of distinction to a creature so inferior 
as I. Neither am I ignorant how apt some travellers are 
to boast of extraordinary favours they have received. But 
if these censurers were better acquainted with jAie noble 
and courteous disposition of the Houyhnhnms they would 
soon change their opinion." 

The surprise here, the audacity of circumstantial e^- 



to cany them from the beginning of a lenteoice to the end ; and by this defect they 
are jdeprired of the only entertainment whereof they might otherwise be ci^Mible. 

** The language of this coontry being always on the flux, the Struldbniga of one 
ag<e do not understand those of another ; neither mre th^ able, after two hundred 
yean, to hold any conversation (further than by a few general words) with their 
neighbours, the mortals ; and thus they lie under the disadvantage of living like for* 
eigners in their own countr3F» 

" 'Hiis was the account given me of the Struldbrugs, as near as I can remember. 
I afterwards saw five or six of different ages, the youngest not above two hundred 
years old, who were brought to me several times by some of my friends ; but al- 
though they were told 'that I "was a great traveller, and had seen all the world,' 
they had not the least curiosity to ask me a smgle question ; only desired I would 
give them slumskudask, or a token of remembrwce ; which is a modest way of beg 
ging, to avoid the law that strictly forbids it, because they are provided fat by the 
public, although indeed with a very scanty allowance. 

** They are despised and hated by all sorts of people ; when one of them is 
bom, it is reckoned ominous, and their birth is xecordeid very partioulaily ; so that 
you may know their age by consulting the register, which, however, has not been 
kept above a thousimd years past, or at least has been destroyed by time or public 
disturbances. But the usual way of computing how old they are, is by asking 
them what kings or gre$Lt persons they can rememb^, and then consulting history ; 
for infallibly the last prince in th^ir mind did not begin his reign after they were 
fourscore years old. , 

" They were the most mcHtifying sight I ever beheld, and the women more hor- 
rible than the men ; besides the usual deibrmities in extreme old age, they acquired 
an additional ghastliness, in proportion to their number of years, which is not to be 
described ; and among half a dozen, I spon distinguished which was the eldest al- 
though there was not aboTe a oentuiy or two batween tiMm."— GhtUnxr** TVotwIt. 
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denioe, the astoundiag gravity of the speaker, who is not 
ignorant how muoh he has been censured, the nature of 
the favour conferred, and the respectful exultation at the 
receipt of it, are siireiy complete; it is truth topsy-tiirvy, 
entirely logical and absurd. 

As for the humour and conduct of thi^ &mous fable, I 
suppose there is no person who reads but must admire ; as 
for the moral, I think it h(»rrible, shameful, unmanly, blas- 
phemous; aqd giant and great as this Dean is, I say we 
should hoot him. Some <)f this audience may not have read 
the last part of Grulliver, and to such I would recal the ad- 
vice of the venerable Mr. Punch to persons about to marry, 
and say " Don't." When Grulliver first lands among the 
Yahoos, the naked howling vnretches clamber up trees and 
assault him, and he describes himself as << almost stifled 
with the filth which fell about him." The reader of the 
fourth part of Grulliver's Travels is like the hero himself in 
this instance. It is Yahoo language ; a mpnster gibbering 
shrieks, and gnashing imprecations agaiiist mankind, — 
tearing down all shreds of modesty, past all sense of man- 
liness and shame ; filthy in word, filthy in thought, furious, 
raging, obscene. 

And dreadful it is to think that Swift knew the tendency 
of his creed — ^the fatal rocks towards which his logic des- 
perately drifteid. That last part of Grulliver is only a con- 
sequence of what haar gone before ; and the worthlessness 
of all mankind, the pettiness, cruelty, pride, imbecility, tine 
general vanity, the foolish pretension, the mock greatness, 
the pompous dulness, the mean aims, the base successes— 
all tiiese were present to him ; it was with the din of these 
ourses of the world, blasphemies against Heaven, shrieking 
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in his ears, that he began to write his dreadful allegcnrj-— 
of which the meuiing is that man is utterly wicked, despe- 
rate, and imbecile, and his passions are so monstrous, and 
his boasted powers so mean, that he is and deserves to be 
the slave of brutes, and ignorance is better than his vaunted 
reason. What had this man dcaie? What secret remorse 
was rankling at his heart, what fever was boiling in him, 
tiiat he should see all the world blood-shot? We view the 
world with our own eyes, each of us ; and we make fircwn 
within us the world we see. A weary heart gets no glad- 
ness out of sunshine; a selfish man is sceptical about 
friendship, as a man with no ear does not care for music. 
A frightful self-consciousness it must have been, which 
looked on mankind so darkly through those eyes of Swifts 

A remarkable story is told by Scott, of Delany, who in^ 
terrupted Archbishop King and Swift in a conversation 
which left the prelate in tears, and from which Swift 
rushed away with marks of strong terror and agitation in 
his countenance, upon which the archbishop said to De- 
lany, ^^You have just met the most unhappy man on 
earth ; but on the subject of his wretchedness you must 
never ask a question." 

The most unhappy man <m earth ; — Miserrimus— what 
a character of him ! And at this time all the great wits 
of England had been at his feet. All Ireland had shouted 
after him, and wcHrshif^ped as a liberator, a saviour, the 
greatest patriot and citizen. Dean Drapier Bickerstaff 
G-ulliver — ^the most fisimous statesmen, and the greatest 
poets of his day, had applauded him, and done him hom- 
age, and at this time writing over to Bolingbroke, from 
Ireland, he saysi, ^^ It is ^ime for me to buve done with the 



Digitized by 



Google 



SWIFT. do 

World, and so I would if I oould get into a better Ijefore 1 
was GaUed into the best, and not to die here in a rage, 
like a poisoned rat in a hoJsP 

We have spoken about the men, and Swift's behaviour 
to them ; and now it behoves us not to forget that there 
are certain other persons in the creation who had rather 
intimate relations with the great Dean.* Two women 
whom he loved and injured are known by every reader of 
books m fieimilarily that if we had seen tihiem, or if they 
had been relatives of our own^ we scarcely could have 
known them better. Who has not in his mind an image 
of Stella ? Who does not love her ? Fair and tender 
creature : pure and affectionate heart ! Boots it to you 
now that you havebeen at rest for a hundred and twenty 
years, not . divided in death £rom the cold heart which 
caused yours, whilst it beat, such faithful pangs of love 
and grief — ^boots it to you now, that the whole world loves 



^ The name of Vaxina has been thrown into the shade by those of the famous 
Stella and Vanessa ; but she had a story of her own to toll about the blue eyes, of 
young Jonathan. One may say that the book of Swift's Life opens at places kept 
by these blighted flowers ! Varina must have a paragraph. 

She was a Miss Jane Waryng, sister to a college chiOn of his^ In 1696, when 
Swift was nineteen years old, we find him writing a love-letter to her, beginning, 
** Impatience is the most inseparable quality of a lover.** But absence made a 
great difference in his feelings ; so, four yean afterwards, the tonie is changed. 
He writes again, a very curious letter, offering to marry her, and putting the offer 
in such a way that nobody could possibly accept it. 

After dwelling on his poverty, &c., he says, conditionally, " I shall be blessed to 
have yoa in my arms, without regaining whether your person be beautiful, or your 
fortune large. Cleanliness in the first, and competency in the second, is all I ask 
fi»!** 

The editors do not tell us what became of Varina in Hfe. One would be glad to 
know that she met with some worthy partner, and lived long enough to see her 
little, boys laughing over Lilliput, without -any carnhe pentie of a sad charaetei 
about the great Dean ! 
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and deplores _ you? Scarce any man, I believe, ever 
thought of that grave, that did not cast a flower of pity 
on it, and write over it a sweet epitaph. Gentle lady ! — 
so lovely, so loving, so unhappy. You have had countless 
champions, millions of manly hearts mourning for you 
From generation to generation we take up the fond tradi- 
tion of your beauty ; we watch and follow your story, 
your bright morning love and purity, your constancy, 
your grief, your sweet martyrdom. We knew your legend 
by heart. You are one of the saints of English story. 

And if Stella's love and innocence is charming to con- 
template, I will say that in spite of ill-usage, in spite of 
drawbacks, in spite of mysterious separation and union, of 
hope delayed and sickened heart — ^inthe teeth of Vanessa, 
and that little episodical aberration which plunged Swift 
into such woeful pit&lls and quagmires of amorous per- 
plexity — ^in spite of the verdicts of most women, I believe, 
who, as far as my experience and conversation goes, gen- 
erally take Vanessa's part in the controversy — ^in spite of 
the tears which Swift caused Stella to shed, and the rocks 
and barriers which fate and temper interposed, and which 
prevented the pure course of that love from running 
smoothly ; the brightest part of Swift's story, the pure star 
in that dark and tempestuous life of Swift's, is his love for 
Hester Johnson. It has been my business, professionally 
of course, to go through a deal of sentimental readii^ in 
my time, and to acquaint myself with love-making, as it 
has been described in various languages, and at various 
ages of the WDrld ; and I know of nothing more manly, 
more tender, more exquisitely touching, than some of these 
brief notes, written in what Swift calls << his little lan^ 
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guage" in his journal to Stella,* He writes to her night 
and morning oftefi. He never sends away a letter to Tier 
but he begins a new one on the same day. He cannot bear 
to let go her kind little hand as it were He knows that 
she is thinking pf him, and longing for him far away in 
Dublin yonder. He takes her letters from under his pillow 
and talks to them, familiarly, paternally, with fond epithets 
and pretty caresses— as he would to the sweet and artless 
creature who loved him. " Stay," he writes one morning 
— ^it is the 14th of December, 1710 — " Stay, I will answer 
some of your letter this morning in bed— ^ let me see. 
Come and appear little letter ! Here I am, says he, and 
what say you to Stella this morning fresh and fasting? 
And can Stella read this writing without hurting her dear 
eyes?" He goes on, after. m:ore kind prattle and fond 
yrhispering. The dear eyes shine clearly Upon hi!m then 
— ^the good angel of his life is with him and blessing him. 
Ah, it was a hard fate that wrung from them so many 
tears, and stabbed pitilessly that pure and tender bosom. 
A hard fate : l)ut would she have changed it? I have 
heard a woman say that she would have taken Swiff s 
cruelty to have had his tenderness. He had a sort of 
worship for her whilst he wounded her. He speaks of her 

■ 1 A sientimental Ghampollion might find a good deal of matter for his art, in ex- 
pounding the sjrmbds of the "Little Language.^ Usually, Stella is ** M.D.," but 
sometimes her oompanion, Mis. Dingley, is included in it. Swift is **IVesto ;" also 
P.D.F.R. We have ** Good-night, M.D. ; Night, M.D. ; Little M.D. ; Stellakins ; 
Pretty Stella ; Dear roguish, impudent, pretty M.D. !** Every now and then h* 
breaks into rhyme, as — 

" I wish you both a merry new year. 

Roast beef, minced-pies, and gocd strong beer» 

And me a sharo of your good cheer, 

That I was there, as you were here, ; 

And you are a little saucy dear." 
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^fter she is gon^ ; of her wit, of her kindness, of her grace, 
of her beauty, with a simple love and reverence ihat are 
indeseribably touching ; in contemplation of her goodness 
his hard heart melts into pathos : his cold rhyme kindles 
and glows into poetry, and he falls down on his knees, so 
to speak, before the angel, whose life he h«^l embittered, 
confesses his own wretchedness and unworthiness, and 
adores her with cries of remorse and love : — 

" When on my sickly couch I lay, 
Impatient both of night and day, 
And groaning in unmanly^ strains, 
Galled every power to ease my pains, 
Then Stella ran to my relief. 
With cheerful face and inward grief, 
And though by Heaven's severe decree 
She suffers hourly more than me, 
No cruel master could require 
From slaves employed for daily hire. 
What Stella, by her friendship wanned. 
With vigour and delight performed. 
Now, with a soft and silent tread, 
Unheard she moves about my bed : 
My sinking spirits now sui^lies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes. 
Best pattern of true friends I beware ; 
You pay too dearly for your care 
If, while your tenderness securoi 
My life, it must endanger yours : 
For such a fool was never found 
V^o pulled a palace to the ground, 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for a house decayed." 

One little triumph Stella had in her lif&— one dear little 
piece of injustice was performed in her favour, for which I 
confess, for my part) I cannot help thanking fate and the 
Dean. That other person was sacrificed to her — ^that— that 
young woman, who lived five doors from Dr. Swifl^s lodgings 
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in Bury-street, and who flattered him, and made love to him 
in such an outrageous manner — ^Vanessa was thrown over. 
Swift did not keep Stella's letters to him in reply to tiiose 
he wrote to her/ He kept Bolinghroke's, and Pope's, and 
Harley's, and Peterborough's : but Stella, "very carefully,*' 
the Lives say, kept Swift's. Of course : that is the way of 



1 Tlie ibUowing passages are from a pa^r begun by dwift on the evening of tbo 
day of her death, Jan. 28, 1727-8 : 

*' She was sickly from h^ childhood, until about the age of fifteen ; but then riio 
grew into perfect health, and was looked upon as one of the most beautiful, grace- 
fol, and agreeable young women in London — only a little too fat. Her hair waa 
blacker than a raven, and every feature of her face in perfection. 

. . . . " "PToperly speaking'* — ^he goes on with a calmness which, under the cir 
eomstances, is terrible — "she has been dying six months !'* ..... 

**^Never was any of her sex bom witii better gifU of the mind, or who more im 

proved them by reading and eonversaticm « All of us whb had the happiness 

of her friendship agreed unanimously that in an afternoon's or. evening's conversa- 
tion she never failed before w^ parted of delivering the best thing that was said in 
the company. Some of us have written down several of her sayings, or what the 
French call bons mots, wherein she excelled beyond belief." 

The specimens on record, however, in the Dean's paper called " Bons Mots da 
Stella," scarcely bear out this last part of the panegyric. But the following prove 
her wit: 

"A gentleman, who had been very silly and pert in her company, at last began to 
grieve at remembering the loss of a child lately dead. A bishop sitting by comfort 
ed him— that he should be easy, becauire * the child was gone to heaven,' * No, my 
lord,' said she ; * that is it which most grieves him, because he is sure never to see 
his child there.' 

''When she was extremely ill, her physician said, * Madam, you are near tlie 
bottom of the hill, but we will endeavour to get you up again.' She answwed, 
* Doctor, I fear I shall be out of breath before I get up to the top.' 

" A very dirty clergjrman of her acquaintance, who affected smartness and rep- 
aitees, was asked by some of the company, how his nails came to be so dirty. He 
was at a loss ; but she solved the difl^cul^, by saying, * the Doctor's nails grew 
dirty by scratching himsel£' 

"A quaker apothecary sent her a vial, corked ; it had al>road brim, and a label 
of pi^r about its neck. ' What is that'— «aid she—* my apothecary's son !' The 
ridiculous resemblance, and the suddenness of tiie question, set us all a-laugfaing.** 
^Swift*a Work$, Scott's Ed. voL ix. 296-6. 
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the world : and so we cannot tell what her style, was, or of 
what sort were the little letters which the Doctor placed 
there at night, and bade to appear from under his pillow of 
a morning. But in Letter IV. of that famous collection he 
describes his lodging in Bury-street, where he has the first 
floor, a dining-room and bed-chamber, at eight shillings a- 
week; and in Letter VL he says "he has visited a lady 
just come to town," whose name somehow is not mention- 
ed ; and in Letter VIII. he enters a query of Stella's — 
" What do you mean ' that boards near me, that I dine 
with now and then ?' What the deuce ! You know whom 
I have dined with every day since I left you, better than I 
do." Of course she does. Of course Swift has not the 
slightest idea of what she means. But in a few letters 
more it turns out that the Doctor has been to dine " grave- 
ly" with a Mrs.'Vanhomrigh : then that he has been to " his 
neighbour :" then that he has been unwell, and means to 
dine for the whole week with his neighbour ! Stella was 
quite right in her previsions. She saw from the very first 
hint what was going to happe|i ; and scented Vanessa in 
the air.* The rival is at the Dean's feet. The pupil and 
teacher are reading together, and drinking tea together, and 
going to prayers together, and learning Latin together, and 
eonjugating amo, amas, amavi together. The little lan- 
guage is over for poor Stella. IBy the rule of grammar and 



^ " I am so hot and lazy after my morning*! walk, that I loitered at Mrs. Yan- 
homrigh's, where my best gown and periwig was, and out of mere Ustlessnesa dine 
tkert, very often ; so I did to-day.'* — Journal to SteUa. 

Mrs. V2^lhomrigh, ** Vanessa's'* mother, was the widow of a Datch men^ant who 
held lucratiTe appointments in I^ing William's time. The family settled in London 
in 1709, and had a house in Buiy-street, St. James*s — % street made notable by such 
esidents as Swift and Steele ; and, in our own time, Moore and Crabbe. ^ 
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&,e course of oonjugation, does not amavi come after amo 
and amas ? 

The loves of Cadenus and Vanessa' you may peruse in 
Gadenus's own poem on the subject, and in poor Vanessa's 
vehement expostulatory verses and letters to him, she 
adores him, implores him, admires him, thinks him some- 
thing god-like, and only prays to be admitted to lie at his 
feet.' As they are bringing him home from church, those 
divine feet of Dr. Swift's are found pretty often in Vanessa's 
parlour. He likes to be admired and adored. J7 p prend 
gout. He finds Miss Vanhomrigh to be a woman of great 
taste and spirit, and beauty and wit, and a fortune tea 
He sees her every day; he does not tell Stella about the 



1 ** Vanessa was excessirely vain. The character given of her by Cadenus is 
fine painting, but in general fictitious. She was fond of dress ; impatient to be ad> 
mired ; rery ronumtic in her turn of mind ; superior, in her own opinion, to all her 
sex ; full of pertness, gaiety, and pride ; not without some agreeable accomplish- 
ments, but far from being either beautiful or genteel ; happy in the thoughts 

of being reported Swift's concubine, but still aiming and intending to be his wife." 
—Lord Orrbry. 

* " You bid me be easy, and you would see me as often as you could. You had 
better have^ said, as often as you can get the better of your inclinations so much ; 
or as often as you remember there was such a one in the world. If you continue 
to treat me as you do, you will not be made uneasy by me Iqng. It is impossible 
to describe what I have suffered since I saw you last : I am sure I could hare borne 
the rack much better than those killing, killing words of yours. Sometimes I have 
resolved to die without seeing you more ; but those resolves, to your misfortune, 
did not last long ; for there is something in human nature that prompts one so to 
find relief in this world I must give way to it, and beg you would see me, and speak 
kindly to me ; for I am sure you'd not condemn any one to suffer what I have done, 
could you but know it. The reason I write to you is, because I cannot tell it to 
you, should I see yop ; for when I begin to complain, then you are angry, and there 
is something in your looks so awful that it strikes me dumb. Oh that you may 
have but so much xegard for me left that this complunt may touch your soul with 
pity. I say as little as ever I can ; did you but know what I thought, I am sure it 
would move you to f<»give me ; and believe I cannot help telling you this and live.** 
-ViKiMA. (M. 1714.> 
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business : until the impetuous Vanessa l)ecomes too fond 
of him, until the doctor is quite frightened by the young 
woman's ardour, and oonfounded by her warmth. He want- 
ed to marry neither of them — ^that I believe was the truth ; 
but if he had not married Stella, Vanessa would have had 
him in spite of himself. When he went back to Ireland, 
his Ariadne, not content to remain in her isle, pursued the 
fugitive Dean. In vain he protested, he vowed, he soothed 
and bullied; the news of the Dean's marriage with Stella 
at last oame to her, and it killed her — she died of that pas- 
sion.' 



* " If we consider Swift's behaviour, so far only as it relates to women, we shall 
find that he looked upon them rather as busts than as whole figures.'' — Orrkry. 

"You must have smiled to have found his house a constant seraglio of very nr- 
tuous women, who attended him from mojning to night." — Orrkrt. 

A correspondent of Sic Walter Scott's furnished him with the materials on which 
to foui^ the following interesting passage about Vanessa — after she had retired to 
cherish her passion in retreat : — 

<* Marley Abbey, near Gelbridge, where Miss Vanhomrigh resided, is built much 
in the form of a real cloister, especially in its external appearance. An aged man 
(upwards of ninety, by his own account) showed the grounds to my correspondent 
He was the son of Mrs. Vanhomrigh's gardener, and used to work with his father 
in the garden while a boy. He remembered the unfbrtunate Vanessa well ; and 
his account of her corresponded with the usual description of her perS<m, especially 
as to her embonpoint. He said she went seldom abroad, and saw little company : 
her constant amusement was reading, or walking in the garden She avoid- 
ed company, and was alwa3rs melancholy, save when Dean Swift was there, ani 
then she seemed happy. The garden was to an uncommon degree crowded with 
laurels. The old man said that when Miss Vanhomrigh expected the Dean she 
always planted with her own hand a laurel or two against his arrival. He showed 
her favourite seat, still called ' Vanessa's bower.' Three or four trees and some 

laurels indicate the spot There were two seats and a rude table within 

the bower, the opening of which commanded a view of the Liffey. In this 

sequesteied spot, according to the old gardener's account, the Dean and Vanessa 
used often to sit, with books and writing materials on the table before tiiem." — 
Scott's SwiJ^ vol. i. pp. 246-7. 

. . . . " But Miss Vanhomrigh, irritated at the situation in which she found her- 
self, determined on bringing to a crisis those «xpeetttioni of a imwnwitlitiisolgeet 
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And when she died, and Stella heard that Swift had 
written beautifully regarding her, " that does not surprise 
me," said Mrs. Stella, " for we all know the Dean eould 
write beautifully about a broomstick." A woman — a true 
woman ! Would you have had one of them fcnrgive the 
other? 

In a note in his biography, Soott says that bis friend 
Dr. Tuke, of Dublin, has a lock of Stella's hair, enclosed 
in a paper by Swift, on which are written in the Dean's 
hand, the words: << Onlp a woman^s hair.^\ .An instance, 



of her affections— to the hope of which she had clung amid eveiy yicissitude of his 
conduct towards her. The most probable bar was his undefined connection with 
Mrs. Johnson, which, as it must have been perfectly known to her, had, doubtless, 
long elicited her secret jealousy, although only a single hint to that purpose is to 
be found in their correspondence, and that so early as 1713, when she writes to him 
— 4hen in Ireland — ' If you are very happy, it is ill-natured oigrou not to tell me so, 
tmeept 'tis what i$ mconn$tefa with mine.* Her silence and patience under this state 
of uncertainty for no less than eight years, must have been partly owing to h^ awe 
for Swift, and partly, perhaps, to the weak state of her rival's health, which, from 
year to year, seemed to aimounce speedy dissolution. At length, however, Vanes- 
sa's impatience prevailed, and she ventured on the decisive step of vnriting to Mrs. 
Johnson herself, requesting to know the nature of that ccMonection. Stella, in reply, 
informed her of her marriage with the Dean ; and full of the highest resentment 
against Swift for having given another female such a right in him as Miss Yanhom- 
righ's inquiries implied, she sent to him her rival's letter of interrogatories, and, 
without seeing him, or awaiting his reply, retired to the house of Mr. Ford, near 
Dublin. Every reader knows the consequence. Swift, in one of those paroxysms 
of fury to which he was liable, both from temper and disease, rode instantly to Mar- 
ley Abbey. As he entered the apartment, the sternness of his countenance, which 
was peculiarly formed to express the fiercer passions, struck the unfortunate Va- 
nessa with such terror that ahe could scarce ask whether he would not sit down. 
He answered by flinging a letter on the table, knd, instantly leaving the house, re- 
mounted his horse, and returned to Dublin. When Vanessa opened the packet, she 
only found her own letter to Stella. It was her death warrant. She sunk at once 
under the disappointment of the delayed, yet cherished hopes which had so long 
sickened her heart, and beneath the unrestrained wrath of him for whose sake she 
had indulged them. How long she survived the last interview is unctrtaii butUM 
tiBM doM not teem to hav* ezoaeded a few watka."— Soort. 
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ways Scott, ef the Dean's desire to veil his feelings under 
the mask of oynical indiiferenoe. 

See the various notions of oritios ! Do those words 
indicate indifference or an attempt to hide feeling ? Did 
you ever hear or read four words more pathetic ? Only a 
woman's hair, only love, only fidelity, only purity, innocence, 
beauty ; only the tenderest heart in the world stricken and 
wounded, and passed away now out of reach of pangs of 
hope deferred, love insulted, and pitiless desertion ; — only 
that lock of hair left : and memory and remorse, for the 
guilty, lonely wretch, shuddering over the grave of his 
victim. 

And yet to have had so much love, he must have given 
some. Treasures of wit and wisdom and tenderness, too, 
must that man jiave had locked up in tiie caverns of his 
gloomy heart, and shown fitfully to one or two whom he 
took in there. But it was not good to visit that place. 
People did not remain there long, and suffered for having 
been there.' He shrank away from all affections sooner or 
later. Stella and Vanessa both died near him, and away 
from him. He had not heart enough to see them die. 
He broke from his fastest friend, Sheridan ; he slunk 
away from his fondest admirer, Pope. His laugh jars on 
one's ear after seven score years. He was always alone 
— alone and gnashing in the darkness, except when Stella's 
sweet smile came and shone upon him. When that went. 



' " M. Swift est Rabelais dans son bon sens, et vivant en bonne compagnie. II 
n'a pass, i la v^rit^, la gait^ du premier, mais il a toute la finesse, la raison, le 
ehoix, le bon grdt qui manquent i nDtre cur^ de Meudon. Ses vers sont d*un 
goiit singulier, et presque inimitable ; la bonne plaisanterie est son paitage en vers 
et en prose ; mais pour le bien en tendre il faut faire un petit voyage dans son 
pays.'*— VoLTAiBi, Lettrts twr 2et Anglait. Let. 22. 
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silence and utter night closed ovet him. An inuneme 
genius : an awfol downfall and ruin. So great a man he 
seems to me, that thinking of him is like thinking of an 
empire falling. We have other great names to mention-— 
none I think, however, so great or so gloomy. 
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CONGREVE AND ADDISON. 

A OREAT number of years ago, "befere the passing of the 
Reform Bill, there existed at Cambridge a certain debating 
olub, called the ^^ Union," and I remember that there was 
a tradition amongst the undergraduates who frequented 
that renowned school of oratory, that the great leaders of 
the Opposition and Q-ovemment had their eyes upon the 
University Debating Club, and that if a man distinguished 
himself there he ran some chance of being returned to 
Parliament as a great nobleman's nominee. So Jones of 
John's, or Thomson of Trinity, would rise in their might, 
and draping themselves in their gowns, rally round the 
monarchy, or hurl defiance at priests and kings with the 
majesty of Pitt or the fire of Mirabeau, fancying all the 
while that tiie great nobleman's emissary was listening 
to the debate from the back benches, where he was sitting 
with the family seat in his pocket. Indeed, the legend 
said that one or two young Cambridge-men, orators of 
the Union, were actually caught up thence, and curried 
down to Cornwall or old Sarum^ and so into Parliament. 
And many a young fellow deserted the jogtrot University 
curriculum, to hang on in the dust behind {he fervid 
wheels of the parliamentary chariot. 

Where, I have often wondered, were the sons of peers 
and members of Parliament in Anne's and G-eorge's time ? 
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Were tiiey all in the army, or hunting in the country, ot 
boxing the watch ? How was it that the young gentle* 
men from the University got such a prodigious number of 
places ? A lad composed a neat copy of verses at Christ- 
church or Trinity ,^ in which the death of a great personage 
wW bemoaned, the French king assailed, the Dutch or 
Prince Eugene complimented, or the reverse; and the 
party in power was presently to provide for the young 
poet ; and a commissionership, or a. post in the Stamps, or 
the secretaryship of an embassy, or a clerkship in the 
Treasury, came into the bard's possession. A wonderful 
fruit-bearing rod was that of Busby's. What have men 
of letters got in our time ? Think, not only of Swift, a 
king fit to rule in any time an empire— but Addison, 
Steele, Prior, Tickell, Congreve, John Gay, John Dennis, 
and many others who got public employment, and pretty 
little pickings out of the public puise.' The wits of whoso 

^ The following is a conspectus of them : — 
Addison.*— CommiBsioner of Appeals ; Under Siecretary of State ; Secretaiy to 

the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland ; Keeper of 'the Records in Ireland ; 

Lord of Trade ; and, one of the Princi|«l Secretaries of State, sue- ^ 

cessively. 
Stiili. — Commissioner of the Stamp Office ; Surreyor of the Royal Stables a$ 

Hampton Court ; and Goremtfr of the Royal Company of Comedians; 

Commissioner of " Forfeited Estates in Scotland." 
Priob. — Secretary to the Embassy at the Hague ; Gentleman of the Bedchainber 

to King William ; Secretaiy to the Embassy in France ; Under See*, 

retary of State ; Ambassador to France. 
TiCKSLL. — ^Under Secretary of State ; Secretary to the Lord Justices of Ireland. 
CoNORBYi. — Commissioner for licensing. Hackney Coaches; ^^mmission^r ^ 

Wine Licenses; Place in the Pipe Office; post in the Custom 

House ; Secretary of Jamaica. 
6AT.~-Secretazy to the Earl of Clarendon (when Ambassador to Hanorei). 
John Dsnnxs. — A place in the Custom House. 

*' En Angleterre les lottres sont plus en bonneur qa'ici.'*— YoLTAisiV 

Uuru wt Us Anglais, LsL 20. 
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names we shall treat m this leotare and two following, all 
^save one) touched the Kill's ooin, and had, at. some pe^ 
xiod of their livesi a happy quarter*day ooming round for 
them. 

They all began at school or college in the regular way, 
producing panegyrics upon public characters, what were 
called odes upon public events, battles, sieges, court mar« 
riages and deaths, in which the gods of Olympus and the 
tragic muse were fatigued with invocations,, according to 
the fashion of the time in France and in England. Aid 
ns Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, cried Addison, or Congreve, 
singing of William or Marlborough. ^^Accaurezj chastes 
nymphes de Permesse^^^ says Boileau, celebrating the 
Grand Monarch. " De$ sons que ma lyre enfanUj mar- 
<juez en bien la. cadence, •e^ vous^ vents,. faites silence J je 
vais parler de Louis P^ School-boys' themes and founda" 
tion-exercises are the only relics left now of this scholas- 
tic fashion. The Olympians remain quite undisturbed in 
tiieir mountain. What man of note, what contributor to 
the poetry of a country newspaper, would now think of 
^vnriting a congratulatory ode on the birth of the heir to a 
dukedom, or tha-marriage of a nobleman? In the past 
century the young gentlemen of the Universities all exer- 
cised themselves at these queer cconpositions ; and some 
got fame, and some gained patrcms and places for life, and 
many more took nothing by these efforts of what they 
were pleased to call their muses. 

William Congreve's* Pindaric Odes are still to be foijnd 
in ^^ Jdmson's Poets," that now unfrequented poet's corner 

^ Ho WM the ion of Colonel William Congnre, and grandson of Richard Goa* 
gwvtjEa^qfCopgtfvtaiMlStisttQiiinStaffwdibw 
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in which so many forgotten big-wigs have a niche — ^but 
though he was -also voted* to be one of the greatest tragio 
poetts of any day, it was Congreve's wit and humour which 
first recommended him to courtly fortune. And it is re- 
corded, that his ^rst play, the " Old Bafelidot," brought 
our author to the notice of that great patron of the English 
miises, Charles Montague Lord Halifax, who being desirous 
to placQ so eminent a wit in a state of ease and tranquillity, 
instantly made him one of the commissioners for licensing 
hackney-coaches, bestowed on him soon after a place in 
the Pipe-office, and likewise a post in the Custom-house 
of the value of 600/. 

A commissionership of hackney-coaches-^a post in the 
Custom-house — a place in thfe Pipe-office, and all for writ- 
ing a comedy ! Does not it sound like a fable,, that place in 
the Pipe-office ?^ Ah, Pheureux temps que celui de ces fa- 
bles ! Men of letters tiiere still be : but I doubt whether 
any pipe-offices are lefL The public has smoked them 
long ago. 

Words, like men, pass current for a while with the pub- 



^' " PiPB. — P^ in law, is a roll in the Exchequer, called also the great roll. 

** Fin-Ofice is an office in which a person called the Clerk of the Pipe makea 
out leases of crown lands, by warrant, from the Lord-Treasurer, or Commissioners 
of the Treasury, or Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

"Clerk of the Pipe makes up all accounts of sheriflb, &c.*'— Ekbs. CtfchpcBd, 
Art.TiTK. ' 

** PwK-Office. — Spelman thinks so called because the papers were kept in a larg^ 
fipe or cask.*' 

" These be at last brought into that office of Her Majesty's Exchequer, which we, 
by a metaphor, do call the pipe because the whole receipt is finally con- 
veyed into it by means of divers small pipes or quills." — Bacon. The Office of 
AUenatiofu. 

[We are indebted to Richardson's Dictionary for this fragment of erudition. Bat 
m Btfdem man-of4etters can know little on these pointi, by — experience.] 
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lio, and being known everywhere abroad, at length take 
their places in society; so eveathe most secluded and re- 
fined ladies here present will have heard the phrase from 
their sons or brothers at school^ and will permit me to call 
William Congreve, Esquire, the most eminent literary 
"swell" of his age. In my copy of "Johnson's Lives" 
Congrcve's wig is the tallest, and put on with the jaunti- 
est air of all the laurelled worthies. " I am the great Mr. 
Congreve," he seems to say, looking out from his volumin- 
ous curls. People called him the great Mr. Congreve.* 
From the beginning of his career until the end everybody 
admired him.' Having got his education in Ireland, at 
the same schtx)l and college with Swift ; he came to live 
in the Middle Temple, London, where he luckily bestowed 
no attention to the law; but splendidly frequented the 
coffee-houses and theatres, apd appeared in the side-box, 
the tavern, the Pia2za and the Mall, brilliant, beautiful, 
and victorious from the first. Everybody acknowledged 
the young chieftain. The great Mr. Dryden' declared 



^ " It hu l>een observed that no change of mtnistMs affected him in the least, 
nor was he ^ver removed from any post that was given to him, except to a better. 
His place in the Custom-House, and his office of Secretary in Jamaica, are said to 
have brought him in upwards of twelve hundred a year." — Biog. Brit,, Art* CoM- 

• Diyden addressed his ''twelfth epistle** tP ** My dear fiiend Mr. Congreve,** <m 
bis comedy called the " Double Dealer," in which he says— 

«* Great Jonson did by strength of judgment'please ; 
Yet, doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his ease. 
In differing talents both adom'd their age ; 
One for the study, t'other for the stage. 
But both to Congreve justly shall submit, 
^ ' One match'd in judgment, both overmatched in wit. 

t In him all beauties of this age we see,** dec, &c. 

Th« " Doable Dealer," however, was not so palpable a hit as the " Old Badielor»* 
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that he was equal to Shakspeare, and bequeathed to him 
his own undisputed poetical crown, and writes of him, 
" Mr. Congreve has done me the favour to review the 
* -Sneis,' and compare my version with the original, i 
shall never be ashamed to own that this excellent young 
man has showed me many faults which I have endeavour- 
ed to correct." 

The " excellent young man" was but three or four-and- 
twenty when the great Dryden thus spoke of liim: the 
greatest literary chief in England, the veteran field-marshal 
of letters, himself the marked man of all Europe, and' the 
centre of a school of wits, who daily gathered round his 
chair and tobacco-pipe at Wills'. Pope dedicated his " Iliad" 
to him ;* Swift, Addison, Steele, all acknowledge Congreve's 



but, at fiist, met with opposition. The critics haring fallen foul of it, our " swell** 
applied the scotuge to that presumptuous body, in the " Epistle Dedicatory^' to the 
" Right Honourable Charles Montague." 

" I was conscious," said he, ** where a true critic might have put me upon my 

defence. I was prepared for the attack, but I have jiot heard anvthing 

said sufficient to provoke an answer." He goes on — 

"But there is one thing at which I am more concerned than all the false criti- 
cisms that are made upon me ; and that is, some of the ladies are offended. I am 
heartily sorry for it ; for I declare, I would rather disoblige all the critics in the 
world than one of the fair sex. They are concerned that I have represented some 
women vicious and affected. How can I help it? It is the business of a comic 

poet to paint the vices and follies of human kind I should be very glad of 

an opportunity to make my compliments to those ladies who are offended. But 
they can no more expect it in a comedy, than to be tickled hy a surgeon tohen he it 
Utting their blood." 

*■ "Instead of endeavouring to raise a vain monument to myself, let me leave be- 
hind me a memorial of my friendship, with one of the most valuable men as well as 
finest writers of my age and country— one wh* has tried, and knows by his own ex- 
perience, how^ hard an undertaking it is to do astice to Homer — and one who, I am 
sure, seriously rejoices with me at the period of my li^urs. To him, therefore, 
having brought this long work to a conclusion, I desire to dedicate it, and to have 
the honour and satisfaction of placing together in this manner the names of Mr. Con 
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rank, and lavish conqpliments upon him. Voltaire went to 
wait upon him as on one of ihiQ Representatives of Litera- 
ture — and the man who scarce praises any other living per- 
son, who flung ahuse at Pope, and Swift, and Steele, and 
Addison,«^-4;he O-rub-street Timon, old John Dennis,^ was 
hat la hand to Mr. Gongreve ; and said, that when he re- 
tired from the stage, Cctfnedy went with him. 

Nor was he less victorious elsewhere. He was admired 
in the drawings-rooms as well as the coffee-houses ; as much 
bebved in the side-box as on the stage. He loved, and con- 
quered, and jilted the beautiful Bracegifdle,' the heroine 
of all his plays, the favourite of all the town of her day— 
and the Duchess of Marlborough, Marlborough's daughter, 
had such an admiration of him, that when he died she had 
an ivory figure made to imitate him,* and a large wax doll 
with gouty feet to be dressed just as the great Congreve's 
gouty feet were dressed in his great lifetime. He saved 
some money by his Pipe-office, and his Custom-house office, 
and his Hackney-coach office, and nobly left it, not to Brace- 

greve and of— A. Pops." PoMtscript to Tran»lation of the lUad of Honur, March 
25,1720. 

^ " When asked ivhy.he listened to &e praises of Dennis, he said, he had much 
rather be flattered than abused. Swift had a particular friendship fat our author, 
and generally took him under his protection in his high authoritatiye manner."-^ 
Thos. Datiss. llhranuUic MitceVUmiet. , 

a " Gongreve was very intimate for years with Mrs. Biacegirdle, and lived in th« 
same street, hisjhouse very near hers, until his acquaintance with the young Duchess 
of Marlborough. He then quitted that house. The Duchess showed us a diamond 
necklape (which Lady Di. used afterwards to wear) that cost seven thousand pounds, 
and was purchased with the money Gongreve left her. How much better would it 
have been to have, given it to poor Mrs. Bracegundle.** — ^Dr. YouMO, Spene^s Anec- 
dotes. 

' " A glass was put in the hand of the statue, which was supposed to bow to her 
Orace and to nod in approbation of what she ^lioke to it.**-— Tbo«. Datiis. Jhm 
wuUic dfieeeUonieti 
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girdle, who wanted it,' but to the Duchess of Marlborough, 
who did not.* 

How can I introduce to you that merry and shameless 
Comic Muse who w<m him such a reputation? Nell 
Q-wynn's servant fought the other footmen for having called 
his mistress bad names; and in like manner, and with 
pretty like epithets, Jejremy Collier attacked that godless, 
reckless Jezebel, the English comedy of his time, and called 
her what Nell Gwynn's man's fellow-servants called Nell 
Gwynn's man's mistress— the servants of die theatare, Dry- 
den, Congreye,* and others, defended themselves with the 

' The sum Congrere left her was 200/., as is said in the " Dramatic Miscellanies" 
of Tom Davies ; where are some particulars about this charming actress and beau- 
tiful woman. 

She had a " lively aspect," says Tom, on the authority of Gibber, and " such a 
glow of health and cheerfulness in her countenance, as inspired everybody with de- 
sire." ** Scarce an audience saw her that were not half of diem her lovers." 

Congreve and Rowe courted her in the persons of their lovers. " In Tamerlane, 

Rowe courted her Selima, in the person of Axalla ; Congreve insinuated 

his addresses in bis Valentine to her Angelica, in his *Love for Love;' in hiA Os« 
myn to her Almena, in the * Mourning Bride ;' and, lastly^ in his Mirabel to her Mil- 
lamant, in the * Way of the World.* Mirabel, the fine gentleman of the play, is, I 
believe, not veiy distant from &e real character of Congreve.^^-Drama^ Miscella 
nie«, vol. iii. 1784. 

She retired irom the stage when Mrs. Oldfield began to be the public favouzita. 
She died in 1748, in the eighty-fifth year of her age. 

* Johnson calls his legacy the ** accumulation of attentive parsimony, which," h6 
continues, " though to her (the Duchess) superfluous and uselesp, might hare giyen 
great assistance to the ancient family from which he descended, at tnat time, by the 
imprudence of his relation, reduced to difficulties and distress."— Z*vet ofiht Pottt. 

* He replied to Collier, in the pamphlet called '* Amendments of Mr. C<dlier's 
False and Imperfect Citations," ^ic. A ^ecimen or two are subjoined : — 

** The greater part of these examples wliicb he has produced, are only demoastrt- 
tioni of his own impurity : they only savour of his utterance, and were sweet 
enough till tainted by his breath. 

** Where the expression is unblameable in its own puiv and genuine significatioB, 
he enters into it, himself, like the evil spirit ; he poMesset the inaocmit phrase, aai 
I it bellow Ibrth his own bla^emiet. 

C8 
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same success, and for the same cause which set Nell's lackey 
fighting. She was a disreputable, daring, laughing, paint- 
ed-French baggage, that Comic Muse. She came over from 
the continent with Charles (who chose many more of his 
female friends there) at the Restoration — a wild, dishevelled 
Lais, with eyes bright with wit and wine — a saucy court- 
favourite that sate at the King's knees, and laughed in his 
face, and when she showed her bold cheeks at her chariotr 
window, had some of the noblest and most famous people 
of the land bowing round her wheel. She was kind and 
popubir enough, that daring Comedy, that audacious poor 
Nell — she was gay and generous, kind, frank, as such peo- 
ple can afford to be : and the men who lived with her and 
laughed with her, took her pay and draink her wine, turned 
out when the Puritans hooted her, to fight and defepd her. 
But the jade was indefensible, and it is pretty certain her 
servants knew it. 

There is life and death going on in every thing: truth 
and lies are always at battle. Pleasure is always warring 
against self-^restraint. Doubt is always crying Fsha, and 
sneering. A man in life, a humourist in writing about life, 
sways over to oae principle or the other, and laughs with 
the reverence for right and the love of truth in his heart, or 
laughs at these from the other side. Didn't I tell you that 

** If I do not nCam him civilities in calling him namet, it is because I am not Teiy 

well Toned in his nomenelatures .1 will only call him Mr. Collier, «nd 

that I will call him as often as I thiidi he shall deserve it. 
" The oorraption of a rotten divine is the generation of a sour critic." 
**<yongreTe,** says Dr. Johnson, ** a reiy young man» elated with success, and im* 

jpatient'ofcensure, assumed an air of confidence and securiQr The dispute 

was protrae^d through two years ^ but at last Comedy grew .'oore modest, and Col- 
lier lived to seA the reward of his labours in the reformation of the theatre.*'— X^/i 
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dancing was a serious t)usines8 to Harlequin ? I have read 
two or three of Congreve's plays over before speaking of 
him ; and my feelings were rather like those, which I dare- 
say most of us here have had, at Pompeii, looking at Sal- 
lust's house and the relics of an orgy, a dried wine-jar or 
two, a charred supper-table, the breast of a dancing girl 
pressed against the ashes, the laughing skull of a jester, a 
perfect stillness round about, as^ the Cicerone twangs his 
moral, and th& blue sky shines calmly over the ruin. The 
Oongreve muse is dead, and her song choked in Time's ashes. 
We gaze at the skeleton, and wonder at the life which once 
revelled in its mad veins. We take the skull up, and muse 
over the frcdic and daring, the wit, scorn^ passion, hope, de- 
sire, with which that empty bowl once fermented. We 
think of the glances that aUuJred, the tears that melted, of 
the bright eyes that shone in those vacant sockets ; and of 
lips whispering love, and cheeks dimpling with smiles, that 
once covered yon ghastly yellow frame- work. They used 
to call those teeth pearls bnce. See ! there's the cup she 
drank from, the gold-chain she wore on her neck, the vase 
which held the rouge for her cheeks, her looking-glass, and 
the harp she used to dance to. Instead of a feasft we find 
a grave-stone, and in place of a ixdstress, a few bones ! 

Reading in these plays now, is like Shutting your ears 
and looking at people dancing. "Wliat does it mean ? the 
measures, the grimaces, the bowing, shujBOUng and retreat- 
ing, the cavalier soul advancing upon those ladies — ^those 
ladies and men twirling round at the end in a mad galop^ 
after which everybody bows and the quaint rite is cele- 
brated. Without the music we cannot understand that com- 
ic dance of the last century-— its strange gravity and gaiety. 
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its decoram or its indecoram. It has a jargon of its own 
quite unlike life ; a 8ort of moral of its own quite unlike 
life too. I'm afraid it's a Heathen mystery, symbolising a 
Pagan dootrine ; protesting, as the Fompeians very likely 
were, assembled at their theatre and laughing at their 
games — ^as Sallust and his friends, and their mistresses pro- 
tested — crowned with flowers, with cups in their hands, 
against the new, hard, ascetic pleasure-hating doctrine, 
whose gaunt disciples, lately passed over from the Asian 
shores of the Mediterranean were for breaking the fair im« 
ages of Venus, and flinging the altars of Bacchus down. 

I fancy poor Congreve's theatre is a temple of Pagan de« 
lights, and mysteries not permitted except among heathens. 
I fear the theatre carries down that ancient edition and 
worship,* as masons have carried their secret signs and rites 
from temple to temple. "When the libertine hero carries off 
Ihe beauty in the play, and the dotard is laughed to scorn 
for having Ihe young wife : in the ballad, when the poet bid 
his mistress to gather roses while she may, and warns her 
that old Time is still a-flying: in the ballet, when honest 
Corydon courts Phillis under the treillage of the pasteboard 
cottage, and leers at her over the head of grandpapa in red 
stockings, yaho is opportunely asleep ; and when seduced 
by the invitations of the rosy youth she comes forward to 
the footlights, and Ihey perform on each other's tiptoes that 
pas which you all know and which is only interrupted by 
old grandpapa awaking from his doze at the pasteboard cha- 
let (whither he returns to take another nap in case the young 
people get an encore) : when Harlequin, splendid in youlh, 
strength and agility, arrayed in gold and a thousand colours, 
q>rings over the heads of countless perils, leaps down the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



eONGREVE AND ADDISON. W 

throat of bewildered giants, and, dauntless and splendid, 
dances danger down : when Mr. Punch, that godless old 
rebel, breaks every law and laughs at it with odious tri- 
umph, outw^ his lawyer, bullies the beadle, knocks his 
wife about the head, and hangs the hangman, — don't you 
see in the$ comedy, in the song, in the dance, in the ragged 
little Punch's puppet-show, — ^the Pagan (nrotest ? Does not 
it seem as if Life puts in its plea and sings its oomment? 
liook how the lovers walk and hold each other's hands and 
wMsper! Sings the chorus — <^ There is nothing like love, 
there is nothing like youth, there is nothing like beauty of 
your spring time. Look ! how old age tries to meddle with 
merry sport ! Beat him with his own crutch, the wrink- 
led old dotard! There js nothing like youth, there is noth- 
ipg like beauty, tiiere is nothing tike strength. Strength 
and valour .win beauty and youth. Be brave and conquer. 
Be young and happy. Enjoy, enjoy, enjoy! Would you 
know the Segretto per esser felice? Here it is, in a smil- 
ing mistress and a cup of Falernian." As the boy tosses 
the cup and sings his song. Hark ! what is that chaunt 
coming nearer and nearer ? What is that dirge which will 
disturb us? The lights of the festival bum dim — ^the 
cheeks turn pale — ^the voice quavers — and the cup drops 
on the floor. Who is there ? Death and fate are at the 
gate, and they will come in; 

Congreve's comic feast flares with lights, arid round the 
table, emptying their flaming bowls of drink, and ex- 
changing the wildest jests and ribaldry, sit men and wom- 
en, waited cm by rascally valets and attendants as disso- 
lute as their mistresses— perhaps the very worst company 
in the world. There does not seem to be a pretenoe of 
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morals. At the head of the table sits Mirabel or Belmonr 
(dressed in the French fashion and waited on by English 
imitators of Scapin and Frontin). Their calling is to be 
irresistible, and to conquer everywhere. Like the heroes 
of the chivalry story, whose long-winded loves and combats 
they were sending out of fashion; they are always splen- 
did and triumphant*— overcome all dangers, vanquish all 
enemies, and win the beauty at the end. Fathers, hus- 
bands, usurers, are the foes these champions contend with. 
They iure merciless in old ago^ invariably, and an old man 
plays the part in the dramas which the wicked enchanter 
or the great blundering giant performs in the chivalry tales, 
who threatens jftnd grumbles and resists — a huge stupid ob- 
stacle always overcome by the knight. It is an old man 
with a money-box : Sir Belmour his son or nephew spends 
his money and laughs at him. It is an old man with a 
young wife whom he locks up ; Sir Mirabel robs him of his 
wife, trips up his gouty old h^els and leaves the old hunx 
' — ^the old fool, what business has he to hpard his money or 
to lock up blushing eighteen ? Money is for youth, love is 
for youth, away with the old people. When Millamant is 
sixty, having of course divorced the first Lady Millamant, 
and married his friend Doricourt's grand-daughter out of the 
nursery — ^it will be his turn ; and young Belmour will make 
a fool of him. All this pretty morality you have in the 
comedies of 'William Congreve, Esq. They are fall of wit. 
Such manners as he observes, he observes with great hu- 
mour ; but ah ! it is a weary feast that banquet of wit 
where no love is. It palls very soon ; sad indigestions fol- 
low it and lonely blank headaches in the morning. 

I cannot pretaid to quote scenes from the splendid Con 
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greve's plays* — which are undeaiably bright, witty, and 
daring, — aay more than I ooald ask you to hear the dia- 



^ The scene of Yalentine's pretended madness in '*LoTe for Love/* is a splendid 
q>ecimen of Congreve*8 daring manner :— ^ 

Scandal. — And hate you giren your master a hint of their plot upon him ? 

Jeremy. — ^Yes, Sir ; he says he'll favour it, and mistake her for Angelica, 

ScandaL — ^It may make us sport. 

JPorc*^^.— Mercy on us ! ' * 

Fo/enrtne.— Husht — ^interrupt me not — ^111 whisper predictions to thee, and thou 
shalt propbesie;— I am truth, and can teach thy tongue a new trick, — ^I have told 
thee what*s passed, — ^now Hi tell what's to copie : — Dost thou know what will 
happen to-morrow ? Answer me not — ^for I will tell thee. To-morrow knaves Will 
thrive thro' qraft, and fools thro' fortune ; and honesty will go as it did, frpst-mpt 
in a summer suit. Ask me questions concerning to-morrow. 

Scandal. — ^Ask hifn, Jdr. ForeaxghU 

Foresight. — Pray what vrill be done at Courtt 

Valentine. — Scandal will teU you ; — I am truth, I never come there. 

Foresight.— In the city ? 

Valentine. — Oh, prayers will be said in empty churches at the usual hours. Yet 
you will see such zealous faces behind co^nters,^ as if religion were to be sold in 
every shop. Oh, things will go methodically in the city, the clocks will strike 
twelve at noon, and the homM herd buz in the Exchange at two. Husbands and 
wives will drive distinct trades, and care and pleasure separately occupy the family. 
Coffee-houses will be full of smoke and stratagem. And the cropt prentice that 
sweeps his master's shop in the morning, may, ten to one, dirty his sheets before 
night. But there are two things, that ypu will see very strange ; which are, wan- 
ton wives with their legs at liberty, and tame cuckolds with chains About their 
necks. But hold, I must examine you before I go further; you look suspiciously. 
Are you a husband? 

Foresight. — ^I am married. - 

Valentine. — Poor creature ! Is your wife of Oovent-garden PariA ? 

Foresight:— No ; St. Martin's-in-the-Fields. 

VaUntine.-^Alwtf poor man ! his eyes are sunk, and his hands shrivelled ; hit 
leggs dwindled, and his back bow'd. Pray, pray, for* a metamorphosis — change 
thy shape, and shake off a^ ; get thd Medsds kettle and be boiled anew ; come 
forth widi lab'ring callous hands, and chine of steel, and AtUu* shoulders. Let 
Taliacotius trim the calves of twenty chairmen, and make the {edastals to stand 
erect upon, and look matrimony in the face. 11% ha, ha ! That a man should 
have a stomach to a wedding supper, when the pidgeons ought rather to be laid tc 
his feet! ha, ha, ha! 

FoTMS^A^.— His frenzy is very hifh now, Mr. Scmtdsl 
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loguxe of a witty bargeman and a brilliant fish- woman ex« 
changing compliments at Billingsgate ; but some of his 

Scandal. — ^I believe it is a spring-tide. 

Fmretight. — Very likely — truly ; you understand these matters. Mr. Scandal, I 
shall be very glad to confer with you about these things he has uttered. His say- 
ings are very mysterious and hieroglyphical. 

Valentine. — Oh ! why would Angelica be absent from niy eyes so long? 

Jeremy. — She's here, Sir. 

Mrs. Foresight. — ^Now, Sister ! 

Mr$. Frail. — O Lord ! what must I say ? 

S*,tAndal. — Humour him. Madam, by all means. 

Valentine. — ^Where is she ? Oh ! I see her ; she comes, like Riches, Health, 
and Liber^ at once, to a despairing, starving, and abandoned wretch. Oh — ^wel- 
come, welcome ! 

Mrs. FraiL — ^How d'ye. Sir ? Can I serve you ? 

Valentine. — ^Hark'ee — I have a secret to tell you, Endymion and the moon shall 
meet as on Mount LatmoSf and well be married in the dead of night. But say not 
a word. Hymen shall put ^is torch into a dark lanthbm, that it may be secret ; 
and Juno shall give her peacock poppy-water, that he may fold his ogling tail ; and 
Argus's hundred eyes be shut — ^ha ! Nobody shall know, but Jeremy. 

Mr$. Frail. — ^No, no ; we'll keep it secret ; it shall be done presently. 

Vc^entine.—~The sooper the better. Jeremy f come hither — closer — ^that none may 
overhear us. Jeremy ^1 can tell you news ; Angelica is turned nun, and I am turn 
ing friar, and yet well marry one another in spite of the Pope. Get me a cowl and 
beads, that I may play my part ; for she'll meet me two hours hence in black and 
white, and a long veil to cover the project, and we won't see one another's faces 
till we have done something to^be ashuned of, and then well blush once for all* . 
- Enter Tattle. 

Tattle, — Do you know me, Valentine ? 

Valentine. — ^You ! — ^who are you ? No ; I hope not. 

Tattle.^ I am Jack Tattle, your friend. 

Valentine. — ^My friend ! What to do ? I am no married man, and thott cansMiot 
lye with my wife ; I am very poor, and thou canst not borrow money of me. Then, 
what employment have I for a friend ? 

Tatde. — Hah ! A good open speaker, and not to be trusted with % secret 

Angelica.-^'Do ydu know me, Valentine ? 

Valentine. — Oh, very welL 

Angelica. — Who am I T . 

"FWenftn*.— You're a woman ; one to whom Heaven gave beauty when it grafted 
rotes on a brier. You are the reflection of Heaven in a pond ; and he that leaps mi 
fou is sunk. Yoa are all white— « sheet oljipotless paper— when yoa fint art 
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verses, — ^they were among&t the most famous lyrics of the 
time, and pronoanoed equal to Hprace hy his ccmtempora- 

bom ; but you are to be scrawled aqd blotted by erery goose's quUl. I know you , 
for I loved a woman, and lored her so long that I found out a strange thing ; I 
found but what a woman was good for. 

7\rt/fe.— Ay ! pr*ythee, what's that? 

Valentine. — Why, to keep a secret. 

TattU.— O Lord \ ~' 

Valentitte4 — O, exceedi|ig good to keep a secret ; fbr^ though she should tell, yet 
she is not to be believed. 

Tattle.— Hah ! Good again, faith. 

Valentine, — I would have musick. Sing me the song that I like. 
— CoNOREYE. " Love for Zove." 

There is a Mr9. Nickleby, of the year 1700, in Congreve's Comedy of ** The 
Double Dealer,'* in whose character the author introduces some wonderful traits, 
of roguish satire. She is practised on by the gallants of the play, and no morb 
knows bow to resist them than any of the ladies above quoted eould resist po^- 
greve. 

Lady Plyant. — O ! reflect upon the honour of your conduct ! Oflfering to pervert 
me [the joke is that the gentleman is pressing the lady for her daughter's hand> not 
for her own] — perverting me from the road of virtue, in which I have trod thus 
long, and never made one trip — ^not one faux pas ; O, consider it j what would you 
have to answer for, if you should provoke me to frailty ! Alas ! humanity is feeble, 
Heaven knows ! Very feeble, and unable to support itself. 

MeUefont. — ^Where am I ? Is it day ? and am I awake ? Madam — 

Lady Plyant. — O Lord, ask me the question ! I'll swear I'll deny it— therefore 
don't a^k me ; iiay,Voa sha'n t ask me ; I swear I'll deny it. O 6emini, you hove 
brought all the blood into my face ; I warrant 1 am as red as a turitey-cock ; fie, 
cousin Mellefont ! 

MeUefont.^ — Nay, madam, hear me ; I mean — 

Lady Plyant. — Hear you ? No, no ; I'll deny you first, and hear you afterwards 
For one does not know how one's, mind may change upon hearing—iiearing is one 
of the senses, add all the aenses are. fallible. I won't trust my honour, I assure 
you ; ray honour is infallible and uncomatable. 

Mellefont. — For Heaven's sake, madam^ — 

Lady PlyanL^-O, name it no more. Bless me, how can you talk of heaven, and 
have so much wickedness in your heart T May be, you dosnt think a sin. They 
say some of you gentlemen don't think it a sin ; but still, my honour, if it were no 
tin -^— >. But, then, to marry my daughter for the eonyenience of fre^iuent oppor- 
tunities,— III never consent to that : as sure as can be, III break the mateh. 

JtfeOe/onf.— Death and amazement I Madaaif upon my kiiMs^ 
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ries, — may give an idea of his power, of his grace, of his 
iaring manner, his magnificence in compliment, and his 
polished sarcasm. He writes as if he was so accustomed 
to conquer, that he has a poor opinion of his victims. 
Nothing is iiew except their faces, says he ; " every woman 
is the same." He says this in his first comedy, which he 
wrote languidly* in illness, when he was an " excellent 
young man." Richelieu at eighty could have hardly said 
a more excellent thing. 

When he advances to make one of his conquests it is 
with a splendid gallantry, in full uniform and with the 
fiddles playing, like Grrammont's French dandies attacking 
the breach of Lerida. 

<* Cease, cease to aak her name," he writes of a young 
lady at the Wells at Tunbridge, whom he sali^s with a 
magnificent compliment-^ 

" Cease, cease to ask her name, . 
The crowned Muse's noblest th^ne, 



Jjody Plyant. — ^Nay, nay, rise up ; come, you shdl see my good-nature. I know 
love is powerful, and nobody can help his passion, 'Tis not your fault; nor I 
swear, it i»not mine. How can I help it, if I have charms ? And how can you 
help it, if you are made a captire ? I ^ wear it is pity it should be a fault ; but, my 
honour. Well, but your honour, too — but the sin ! Well, but the necessity. O 
Lord, here's somebddy coming. I dare not stay. Well, you must consider of your 
crime ; and strive as much as can be against it — strive, be sure ; but don't be mel- 
•nchoUck — don't despair ; but never think that I^l grant you anything. O Lord, 
no ; but be sure you lay all thoughts aside of the marriage, for though I know you 
don't love Cynthia, only as a blind for your pasa.on to me ; yet it will make me 
jealous. O Lord, what did I say 1, Jealous ! No, I can't be jealous ; for I must 
not lore 70U ; therefore don't hope ; but xlon't despair neither. They're coming ; I 
mutt fly. — 7%e Double Dealer^ Act 2nd, scene v. page 156. 

' ** There seems to be a strange affectation in authors of appearing to have don« 
everything by chance. The Old Bachelor was written for amusement in the hn 
fuor of convalescence. Yet it is apparently composed with great elaborateness of 
dialogue, and incessant ambition of wit." Johnson. Lives of ih^ Poeu. 
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Whose fiery by immortal fame 

Shall only sounded be. 
But if ynu long to know, 
Then look nmnd ycmder daszling row, 
Who most does like an angel show 

You may be sure 'tis she." 

Here are lines about another beauty, who perhaps was 
not so well pleased at the poet's manner of celebrating 
her — 

** When Lesbia first I saw, so heavenly fair. 
With eyes so bright and with that awful air, 
1 thought my heart would durst so high, aspire 
As bole! as his who snatched celestild fire. 
But soon as e*er the beauteous idiot spoke, 
Forth from her coral lips such fblly broke ; 
Like balm the trickling nonsense heal'd my wound. 
And what her eyes enthralled, her tongue unbound." 

Amoret is a cleverer woman than the lovely Lesbia, but 
the poet does not seem to respect one milch more than the 
other ; and describes both with exquisite satirical humour— 

"Fair Amoret is gone astray, 

Pursue and seek her erery lover ; 
111 tell the signs by which you may 

The wandering shepherdess discover. 
Coquet and coy at once her air, 

Both studied, though both seem Defected ; 
Careless she is with artful care, 

Affecting to be unaffected. 

With skill her eyes dart every glance. 

Yet change so soon you*d ne*er suspect them ; 
For she*d persuade they wound by chan^, 

Though certain aim and art direct them. 
She likes herself, yet others hates 

For that in which herself she prizes ; 
And, while she laughs at them, forgets 

She is the thing which she despises.'* 

What could Amoret have done to bring down such shafts, 
of ridicule upon her? Could she have resisted the irrre- 
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sistible Mt. Congreve ? Could anybody ? Could Sabina, 
when she vrcke and heard such a bard singing under her 
window. See, he writes — 

" See ! see, she wakes — Sabina wakes ! * 

And now tke sun begins to rise : 
Iiest glorions is the mom, that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 
With light united day they give ; 

But different fates ere night fulfil : 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

How many will her coldness kill !" 

Are you melted ? Do not you think him a divine man ? 
If not touched by the brilliant Sabina, hear the devout Be- 
linda : — 

'* Pious Selinda goes to prayers, 

If I but ask her favour ; 
And yet the silly fool 's in tears. 

If she believes I*U l^ave her. 
Would I were free from this restraint, 

Or else had hopes to win her : 
Would she could make of me a. saint, 

Or I of her a sinner !**, 

What a conquering air there is about these ! What an 
irresistible Mr. Congreve it is! Sinner! of course he will 
be a sinner, the delightful rascal ! Win her ; of course he 
will win her, the victorious rogue ! He knows he will: he 
ttiust — ^with such a grace, with such a fashion, with duch 
a splendid embroidered suit— you see him with red-heeled 
shoes deliciously turned out, "passing a fair jewelled hand 
through his dishevelled periwig, and delivering a killing 
ogle along with his scented billet ? And Sabina ? What 
a comparison that is between the n3rmph and the sun! 
The sun gives Sabina the pas, and does not venture to rise 
before her ladyship : the morn's bright beams are less glo- 
rious than hstfair eyes : but before night everybody will 
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be frozen by her glances: everybody but one lucky rogue 
who shall be nameless : Louis Q^uatorze in all his glory is 
* hardly more splendid than our Fhcebus Apollo of the Mall 
and Spring Grarden/ 

When Voltaire came to visit the great Congreve, the lat- 
ter rather af&cted to despise his literary reputation, and in 
this perhaps the great Congreve was not far wrong.' A 
touch of Steele's tenderness is worth all his finery — a, flash 
of Swift's lightning — a beam of Addison's pure sunshine, 
and his tawdry play-house taper is invisible. But the la- 
dies loved him, and he was undoubtedly a pretty fellow.* 

1 ** Among those by whom it (* WiUs's') was frequented, Sotttheme and Congreve 
were prinoipally distinguished by Dryden's friendship. .... But CongreTo seems 
to have gained yet farther than Southeme upon Dryden's friendship. He was in- 
troduced to him by hn first play^ the celebrated 'Old Bachelor' being put into this 
• poet^s hands to be rerised. Dryden, after making a few idterations to fit it for the 
stage, returned it to the author with the high and just commendation, that it was 
the best first play he had ercr seen."— Scott's Drydm, toL i, p. 370. 

* It was in Surrey-street, Strand (where he afterwards died), that Voltaire yis- 
xted him, in the decline of his li£B. 

The anecdote in the text, relating to his saying that he wished ** to be Tisited en 
no other footing than as a gentleman who led a life of plainness and simplicity,** is 
common to all writers on the subject of Congreve, and appears in the English ver- 
sion of Voltaire's Letten ecnceming the English nation, published in London, 1733, 
as also in Goldsmith's " Memoir of Voltaire." But it is worUiy of remark, that it 
does not appear in the text of the same Lett«rs in the edition of Voltaire's (Etwret 
Cwtplkes in the PanthSon lattirairt. Vol. v. of his works. (Paris, 1837.) 

** Celui de tous les Anglais qui a port^ le plus kun la gloxre dn th^fttre comique 
est feu M. Congreve. U n'a &it que peu de pidces, mais toutes sent exeellentes 
dans leur genre. . . . Vous y voyex partout le langage des konnltes gens avec des 
actions de fripon ; ce qui prouve qu'il eoimaissait bien son monde» et qu'il vivait 
dans ce qu'on appelle la bonne compag^e."— -Voltaibb. Ltttr— 9ur Ut Anglmis, 
Let. 19. 

* On the death of Queen Ifary, he publi^ied a Pastonl— ** TherMouning Muse 
of Alexis.** Alexis and Menalcas sing alternately^ in the orthodox way. The 
Queen is called Pastora. 

** I mourn Pastoba dead, let Albion mouni» 
And Ml^ nkNidt bnr «baU9 «]ifii adoBW" 
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We have s6en in Swift a htimoroas philosopher, whose 

truth frightens one, and whose laughter makes one melan- 

* _ i 

•ayi Alexis. Among other phenomena, we learn that-^ 
*' With their sharp nails themselves the Satyrs wound, 
And tug their shaggy beards, andi>ite with grief the ground," — 
(a deg|;ee of sensibility not always found in the Satyrs of that period !) .... It 
continues — 

** Lord of these woods and wide extended plains, 
Stretched on the ground and close to earth his face, 

Scalding with tears the already faded grass. 

* * * ■ * 

To dust must all that Heavenly beauty come * 
And must Pastors moulder in the tomb T 
" Ah Death ! more fierce and unrelenting far, 
■ . , Than wildest wolves and savage tigers are ; 

With lambs and sheep their hunger is appeased, 
But ravenous Death the shephendess has seised." 

This statement that a wolf eats but a sheep, whilst Death eats « shepherdess ; 
that figure of the " Great Shepherd," lying speecUess on his stomach, in a state of 
despair which neiiher winds nor floods nor air can exhibit, are to be remembered in 
poetry surely, and this style was admired in its time by the admirers of the great 
Congreve ! 

In the " Tears of Amaryllis for Amyntas" (the young Lord Blandford, the great 
Duke of Marlborough's enly son), Amaryllis represents Sarah Duchess ! 

The tigers and wolves, nature and motion, rivers and echoes, come in to work 
here agwn. At the sight of her grief— 

" Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego, 
And dumb distress and new compassion show. 
Nature herself attentive silence kept. 
And motion teemed euepended while she v)ept I" — 
And Pope dedicated the Iliad to the author of these lines— «nd Diyden witfte 4e 
him in his great hand : 

'* Time, place, and action may with pains be wrought, 
But Genius must be bofn, and never can be taught. 
This is your poition, this your native store ; 
Heaven, that but once was prodigal before. 
To Shakspbark gave as much she could not give him ipore. 

Maintain your Post : that^ all the Fame you need, 
For *tis impossible you should proceed ; 
Already I am worn with cares and age. 
And just sband<ining th* ungsateful Stage : 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CONGRSyE AND ADDISON. 7. 

choly. We have had in Congreve a humorous observer of 
anoUier school to whom the world seems to have no moral 
at all, ajid . whose ghastly doctrine seems to be that we 
should eat, drink, and be merry when we can, and go to 
the deuee (if ihere be a deuce) when the time comes. We 
come now to a humour that flows from quite a different 
heart and spirit — a wit that makes us laugh and leaves us 
good and haj^y ; to one of the kindest benefactors that so- 
ciety haa ever had, and I believe you have divined already 
that I am about to mention Addison V honoured liame. 

From reading over his, writings, and the bi(^raphies 
which we have of him, amongst which the famous article 
in the Edinburgh Review' may be cited as a magnificent 

Unprofitably kept at Heaven's etpenee, 
^ . I liye a Rent-charge apon ^^vidence : 

But yott whom eveiy.Mase and Grlice adorn, 

Whom I foresee to better forti}ne bom, 

Be kind to my remains, and oh defend 

Against your Judgment yoor departed Friend ! 

Let not the insulting Foe my Fame pursue ; 

But shade those Laurels which descend to You : 

And take for Tribute what these Lines express ; 

You merit more, nor could my Lore do less." 
This is a yery different manner df welcome to that of our own day. - In Shadwell, 
Higgons, Congreve, and the comic authors of their time, when gentlemen meet they 
&U into each other's arms, with ** Jack, Jack, I must buss thee ;" or ** Fore Geoige, 
Hany, I must luss thee, lad." And in a similar manner the poets saluted their 
brethren. Literary gentiemen do not kiss now ; I wonder if they love each other 
better. 

Steele calls Congreve "Great Sir" and " Great Author ;" says, "Well-dressed 
barbarians knew his awfiil name," and addresses him as if he were a prince ; and 
speaks of "Pastors" as one of the most famous tragic compositions. 

^ To Addison himself we arte bound by a sentiment as much like affection as any 
sentiment can be which is inspired by one who has been sleeping a hundred ^d 
twenty ^ears in Westmiiister Abbey. . . . " . . " iUterfull inquiry and imp^rtiaf 
reflection we have long been convincied that he deserved as much love and esteem 
as can justly be claimed by any of our inflim and erring rtce."— Maoaxtlat. 



Digitized by 



Google 



V« ENGLISH HUMOURISTS. 



fltatae of the great writer and moralist of the last age, 
raised by the love and the marvelloas skill and genius of 
one of tiie most illustrious artists <^ our own; looking at 
that calm, &ir faoe, and olear oountenanoe^— those chiselled 
features pure and cold, I cannot but fancy that this ^eat 
man, in this respect, like him of whom we spoke in the last 
lecture, was also one of the lonely ones of the world. Such 
men have very few equals, and they do not herd with those. 
It is in the nature of such lords of intellect to be solitary-— 
they are in the world but not of it ; snd our minor, strug- 
gles, brawls, successes, pass under them. 

Kind, just, serene, impartial, his fortitude not tried be^ 
yond easy ^id^rance, his affections not much used, for his 
books were his family, and his society was in public ; ad- 
mirably wiser, wittier,^ calmer, and more instructed than 
almost every man with whom he met) how could Addison 
suffer, desire, admire, feel much ? I may expect a child 
to admire me for being taller or writing more cleverly than 
she ; but how can I ask my superior to say that I am a 
wonder when he knows better than I ? In Addison's days 
Id scarcely show him a literary performance, a ser- 
a poem, or a piece of literary criticism, but he felt 
i do better. His justice must have made him in- 
;. He did not praise, because he measured his 



"Many wHopnisaTirtaedoBo morethuipniseit. Yot it is reaaonajble to bo* 
liere that Addison^ profetaion and pnu^ce were at ik> great rariance; since, 
^amidat that storm of faction in which most of his life waa paased, though his sta- 
tion ^nade him eoDspicuouSf and his activity made him fonnidablci the character 
given him by his friend was never contradicted by his enemies. Of those with 
whom inteitet or opinion united him, he had not only the esteem but the kindness ; 
and of others, whom the violence of opposition drove against himrtbough hm mif^ 
late the love, he letaini^ ^ ravereneo."— JoHHtoit. 
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compeers hy a higher standard than common people have.- 
How was he who was so tall to look up to any but the loft- 
iest genius ? He must have stooped to put himself on a 
level with most men. By that profusion of graeiousness 
and smiles, with which G-oethe or Scott, for instance, greet' 
ed almost every literary beginner, every small literary ad- 
venturer who came to his court and went away charmed 
from the great king's audience, and cuddling to his heart 
the compliment which his literary majesty had paid him 
— each of the two good-natured pot^tates of letters brought 
their star and riband into discredit. Everybody had his 
Majesty's orders. Everybody had his Majesty's cheap por- 
trait, on a box surrounded with diamonds worth twopence 
a piece. A very great and just and wise man ought not 
to praise indiscriminately, but give his idea of the truth. 
Addison praises the ingenious Mr. Pinkethman: Addison 
praises the ingenious Mr. Doggett the actor, whose benefit 
is coming off that night: Addison praises Don Saltero: Ad- 
dison praises Milton with all his heart, bends his knee and 
frankly pays hom age to that imperial g enius.* But be- 

1 ** Addison was perfect good company with intimates, and had something more 
charming in his comrersation than I eVejr knew in any other man ; but with any mixt- 
ire of strangers, and sometimes only with one, he seemed to preserve his dignity 
n&uch, with a stiff sort of silence." — Pope (Spenee's Anecdote*), 

* ** MiIton*s chief talent, and indeed his distinguishing excellence, lies in the sub- 
limity of his thoughts. There are others of the modem, who rival him in every 
other part of poetry ; but in the greatness of his sentiments he triumphs over all the 
iwets, both modem and ancient. Homer alone excepted. It is impossible for the 
imagination of man to disturb itself with greater ideas than those which he has laid 
together in his first, second, and sixth books.** — Spectator, No. 279. 

** If I were to name a poet that is a perfect master in all these arts of working on. 
the imagination, I think Milton may pass for one.** — Ibid. No. 417. 

These famous papers appeared in each Saturday's Spectator, from January 19th 
to May 3d, 1712. Beside* his services to Milton, we may place those he did to Sa^ 
^redMusM. 
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II I III I > 11 I F"— i^—— M^— — ^— 

tween those degrees of his men his praise is very scanty 
I do not think the great Mr. Addison liked young Mr. Pope, 
the Papist, much ; I do not think he abused him. But 
when Mr. Addison's men abused Mr. Pope, I do not think 
Addison took his pipe out of his mouth to contradict them.^ 
Addison's father was a clergyman of good rq>ute in Wilt- 
shire, and rose in the church.' His famous sen never lost 
his clerical training and schdastic gravity, and was called 
" a parson in a tye-wig"' in London afterwards at a time 
when tye-wigs were only worn by the laity, and the fathers 
of theology did not think it decent to appear except in a full 
bottom. Having been at school at Salisbui^, and the Char* 
terhouse, in 1687, when he was fifteen years dd he went 



^ " Addison was very kind to me at first, but my bitter enemy afterwards.'*'— 
Pope (Spenc^t Anecdote*). 

'** * Leave him as soon as you can,!^ said Addison to me» speaking of Pope ; *he 
will certainly play you some devilish trick else : he has an appetite to satire/'*— 
Lady Wobtlet Montagu {Spence*e Anecdotes). 

* Lancelot Addison, his father, was the son of another Lancelot Addison, a cler- 
■ j» in Westmoreland. He became Dean of Lichfield «nd Archdeacon of Cor- 

* " The remark of Mandeville, who, when he had passed an evening in his com 
paiiy, declared that he was * a parson in a tye-wig,' can detract little from his char 
^ter. He was alwajB r^rved to strangers, and was not incited to nnoommon free 
dom by a character like that of Mandeville."— Johnson {Lives of the Poets). 

" Old Jacob Tohson did n<^ like Hr. Addison : he had a quarrel with him, and, 
after his quitting the secretaxysb^, used firequeatly to say of him — * One day or 
other youll see that man a bishop — ^I'm sure he looks that way ; and indeed I ever 
thought him a priest in his heart.' "—Pope {Spencers Anecdotes). 

** Mr. Addison staid above a year lU Blois. He would rise as eariy as betweea 
two and three in the height of summer, and lie a bed till between eleven and twnve 
in the depth of winter. He was untalkative whilst here, and often thougncnu : 
sometimes so lost in thought, that I have come into his room and staid five mmutei 
there before he has known anything of it. He had his masters generally at suf^r 
with him ; kept very little company beside ; and had no amour whilst too, t&al i 
know of; and I think I should have known it, if he had had any." — AxuM Pnut 
riAP» <rf Blois {Spme^^s AtmodoUt)^ 
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to Queen's College, Oxford, where he speedily began to dis- 
tinguish himself by the making of Latin verses. The beau- 
tiful and fanciful poem df << The Pigmies and the Cranes'' 
is still read by lovers of ttiat sort of exercise, and verses are 
extant in honour of King William by which it appears that 
it was the loyal youth's custom to toast that sovereign in 
bumpers of purple LysBus ; and many more works are in 
the Collection, incjiuding one on the peace of ^yswick, in 
1697, which was so good that Montague got him a pension 
of 300/. a year, on which Addison set out on his Pavels. 

During his i;en years at Oxford, Addison had deeply im- 
bued himself with l^e Latin poetical literature, and had 
tiiese poets at his fingers' ends wh^i he travelled in Italy.^ 
His patron went eut of office, and his pension was unpaid : 
and hearing that this great ^sholar, now eminent and known 
to the literati of Europe (ilie great Bc^leau,' upon perusal 
of Mr. Addison's elegant hexameters, was first inade aware 
that England was not altogether a barbarous nation)— 
hearing that, (he celebrated Mr. Addison, of Oxford, ]»roposed 
to travel as governor to a young gentieman on the grand 
tour, the great Duke of Somerset proposed to Mr. Addiscm 
to accmnpany his son, Lord Hartford. - 

Mr. Addison was delighted to be of use to his G^race and 
his lordship, his Ghrace's son, and expressed himself ready 
to set forth. 

His Q-raoe tiie Duke of Somerset now announced to one 
of the most fietmous scholars of Oxford and Europe that it 

> ** His knowledge of the Latin poetd, from Lucretius and Catullos, down to 
Clandian and Prudentius, was singularly exact and profound."— Maoaiti^t. 

* *' Our Qountiy owes it to him, that the famous Monsieur Boileau first coneeired 
an opinion of the English genius for poetry, by perusing the present ha made him 
of the Mu$m AngIietmm,**'^TlOMMLh {Pr^fitu to AdditvfU Wwkt). 
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was his gracious intention to &llow my Lord Hartford's 
tutor one hundred guineai^ per annum. Mr. Addison wrote 
back that his services were his G-race's, hut he by no means 
found his account in the recompense for them. The nego- 
tiation was broken off. They parted with a profusion of 
congees on one side and the other. 

Addison remained abroad for some time, living in the 
best society of Europe. How could he do otherwise ? He 
must have been one of the finest gentlemen the world ever 
saw : at all moments of life serene and courteous, cheerful 
and calm.^ He could scarcely ever have had a degraded 
thought. He n^ight have omitted u virtue or two, or many, 
but could not have had many faults committed for which 
he need blush or turn pale. When warmed into ccmfi- 
dence, his conversation appears to have been so delightful 
that the greatest virits sate wrapt and charmed to listen to 
him. No man bore poverty and narrow fortune with a 
more lofty cheerfulness. His letters to his Mends at this 
period of his life when he had lost Ma government pension, 
and given up his college chances, are full of cpurage and a 
gay confidence and philosophy: and they are none the 
worse in my eyes, and I hope not in those of his last and 
greatest biographer (though Mr. Macaulay is bcmnd to own 
and lament a certain weakness for wine, which the great 
and good Joseph Addison notoriously possessed, in ccnnmon 
with counties^ gentlemen of his timQ), because some of the 
letters are written when his honest hand was shietking a 
little in the morning after libations to purple Lyseus over- 



t « It ynm my fate to be much with the wits ; my father wais acquainted with all 
of them. Addison wot tlfbttt company in the world, I never-knew anybody thai 
had 80 much iRfit m Gongreve."— Lidt Wortlit Montaov {Sp^natU Anscdoie^. 
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night. He was fond of drinking the healths of his Mends : 
he writes to Wydhe,* of Hamburgh, grateftdly remembering 
Wyche's "hoc." " I have been drinking your health to- 
day with Sir Richard Shirley," he writes to Bathurst. " I 
have lately had the hononr to meet my Lord Effingham at 
Amsterdam, where we liave drunk Mr. Wood's health 9 
hundred times in excellent champagne," he writes agedn. 
Swift* describes him over his oups, when Joseph yielded to 

^ mb. addison to mb. wtchs. 

««DbabSib, 

'* My hand at present begins to grow steady enough for a letter, so the |nop- 
erest use I can put it to id to thank ye honest gentleman that ^t it a shaldng. I 
have had this morning a desperate design in my head to attack 3FOU in rerse, which 
I should certainly liaye done could I have found out. a ifa]rme to rummer. Bui 
though you have escaped for ye present, you are not yet out of danger, if I can a 
little recover my talent at Crambo. I am sure, in whatever way I write to you, it^ 
will be impossible for ine to express ye deep sense I have of ye many favours you 
have lately shown me. I shall only tell you that Hambouig has been the pleasant- 
est stage I have met with in my travails. If any of my friends wonder at me for 
living so long in that place, I dare say it will be thought a very good excuse when I 
tell him Mr. Wyche was there. As your compimy made our stay at Hambourg 
agreeable, your wine has given us all ye satisfaction that we have found in our 
journey through Westjphalia. If drinking your health will do you any ^ood, you 
may expect to be as long lived as Methusaleh, or, to use a more familiar instance, 
as ye oldest hoc in ye cellar. I hope ye two pair of legs tiiat was left a swelling 
behind us are by this time come to their shapes again. I cannot forbear troubling 
you with my hearty respects to ye owners of them, i^^ desiring you to believe me 
always, ** Dear Siri yours, dec. 

** To Bir. Wyche, His Majesty's Resident «t Hambouig, May, ITOS.** 

—From the •* I^fe of Adduon,** by Mitt AlKlN. Vpl. i. p. 146. 

* It is pleasing to remember, that the relation between Swift and Addison was, 
on the whole, satisiiMtory, from first to last. The value of Swift's testimony, when 
Bothing personal inflamed his vision or waiped his judgment, can be doubted fay no- 
body. 

" Sept. 10, niO.r— I sat till ten in the evening with Addison and Steele. ^ 

^*^11.-- Mr. Addison and I dined to|[ether at his lodgings, and' I sat with him part 
•f this evening. 

** 18.— To-day I dined with Mr. Stratford at Mr. Addison's retirement near Che 
■ea. I win get what good ofices I can ftom Mr. Addison. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



TS ENGLISH HUMOURISTS. 

a temptation which Jonathan resisted. Joseph was of a 
odd nature, and needed perhaps the fire of wine to warm 
his blood. If he was a parson : he wore a tye-wig, recol- 
lect. A better and more Christian man scarcely ever 
breathed than Joseph Addi^n. If he had not that little 
weakness for wine^ — ^why, we could scarcely have found a 
fault with him, and could not have liked him as we do.' 

At thirty-three years of age, this most distinguished wit, 
scholar, and gentleman was without a profession and an 
income. His book of " Travels" had failed : his " Dia- 
Ipgues on Medals" had had no particular success : his Lat- 
^ in verses, even though reported the best since Virgil, or 
Statins at any rate, had not brought him a G-pvemment- 
place, and Addison was living up two shabby pair of stairs 
in the Haymarket (in a poverty over which old Samuel 
Johnson rather chuckles), when in these shabby rooms, an 

^27r— To-day all our company dined at Will Frankland's, with Steele and Ad- 
di8on,too. 

*« 29.-1 dined-with Mr. Addison, A»."— v/immaZ ^ Stelta. 

Addison inscribed a presentation copy of his Travels ** To Dr. Jonathan Swift, 
Uie most agreeable companion, the truest friend, and the greatest genius of his age." 
— <ScoTT. From the information of Mr. Theophilus Swift.) 

** Mr. Addison, who goes over first secretary, is a most excellent person ; and be- 
ing my most intimate friend, I shall use dl my credit to set him right in his notions 
of persons and things." — Letters. > 

** I examine my heart, and can find no other reason why I write to you now, be- 
side^ that great love and esteem I have always had for yop. I have nothing to ask 
you either for my friend or for m3rself.**— Swift to Asdisom (1717). Scott's 
Swift. Vol. xix. p. 274. 

Political differences only dulled for a while their friendly communioaitions. Time 
renewed them ; and Tickell enjoyed Swift's friendship as a legacy from the man 
with whose memory his is so honourably connected. 

^ *' Addison usually studied all the morning ; then met his party at Button's ; 
dined there, and stayed five or six liours, and sometimes far into the night I was 
of the company for about a year, but fi>und it too much for me : it hurt my health, 
and so I quitted if^PoPK (iSlpmce'silrMcdplsv.) 
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emissary from G-ovemment and Fortune t^ame and found 
him.' A poem was wanted about the Duke of Marlbor- 
ough's victory of Blenheim. Would Mr. Addison write 
one t Mr. Boyle, afterwards Lord Carleton, took back the 
reply to the Lord Treasurer Godolphin, that Mr. Addison 
would. When the poem had reached a certain stage, it 
was cartied to Godolphin ; and the last lines whidi he read 
wwe these : — 

" Bat O, my mose ! wbtt numben ^ lit thou find ^ 

To sing the furious troops in battle join'df 
Medkinks I hesr the drum's tomultooos sound, 
The victor's shouts and dyiag groans confound ; 
The dreadful burst of cannon rend the skies, 
And all the thunders of the battle rise. 
'Twas then great Marlborough^s mighty soul was proTed» 
That, in the shock of charging hosts unmoved. 
Amidst confusion, horror, and despair. 
Examined all the dreadfiil scenes of war : 
In peaceful thought the field of death surreyod. 
To Bunting squadrons lent the timely aid. 
Inspired repulsed battalions to engage. 
And Uught the doubtful battle where to rage. 
So when an angel by divine command/ 
With rising tempests shakes a guilty land 
(Such as of late o*er pale Britannia passed). 
Calm and serone he drives the furious blast ; 
And, pleased the Almighty's orders to perform. 
Rides on the whirlwind and directs the storm." 

Addison left off at a good moment. That simile was 
pronounced to be of the greatest ever produced in poetry. 
That angel, that good angel, flew off with Mr. Addison^ 
and landed him in the place of Commissioner of Appeals-— 



^ ** When he returned to England (in ITte), with a meanness of appearance which 
gave testimony of Uie difiieulties to which he had beei reduced, he fbund his old 
patrons out of power, and was, ^ereforo, for a time, at full leisure for the eultiva* 
tion of hb mind.''-^ORMSON (Xtoet efth* Poets). 
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Tioe Mr. Looke providentially promoted. In the following 
year, Mr. Addison' went to Hanover with Lord Halifax, 
and the year after was made Under-Seoretary of State. 
O angel visits ? you come " few and far between'' to lit- 
erary gentlemen's lodgings ! Your wings seldom quiver at 
second-floor windows now ! 

You laugh ? You think it is in the power of few writ- 
ers now-a-days to call up such an angel ? Well perhaps 
not ; but permit us^ to comfort ourselves by pointing out 
that tlftre are in the poem, of the " Campaign" some as 
bad lines as heart can desire : and to hint that Mr. Addi- 
son did very wisely in not going further with my Lord 
Q-odolphin than that angelical simile. Do allow me, just 
for a little harmless mischief, to read you some of the lines 
which follow. Here is the interview between the Duke 
and the King of the Rdmans after the battle : — 

"Austria's yoang monarch, whose imperial^ way 
Sceptres and thrones are destined to obey, 
Whose hoisted ancestry so high extends 
That in the pagan Gods his lineage ends, 
Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 
The great supporter of his father*s throng" 
MHiat tides of glory to his bosom, ran 
Clasped in th' embraces of the godlike man * 
How were his eyes with pleasing wonaer fixt, 
To see such fire with so much sweetness mixt ! 
/ Such easy greatness, such a graceful port. 

So learned and finished for the camp or court !" 

How many fourth-form boys at Mr. Addison's school 6f 
Charter-liouse could write as well as that now? The 
" Campaign" has blunders, triumphant as it was ; and 
weak points like all campaigns.^ 

^ " Mr. Addison wrote very fluently ; but he was sometimes very slow and sera* 
pulotts in correcting. He wpvdd show his yenes to several ftiends ; and would 
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In the year 1718 " Cato" came out. Swift has left a 
description of the first night of the performance. All the 
laurels of Europe were scarcely sufficient for the authcnr of 
this prodigious poem.* Laudations of Whig and -Tory 
chiefs, popular oyations, complimentary garlands from lit- 
erary men, translations in all languages, delight and hom- 
age from all — save from John Deniiis in a minority of one 
—Mr. Addison was called ^he "great Mr. Addison" after 
this. The Coffee-house Senate saluted him Diyus: it 
was heresy to question that decree. 



alter almost eyeiything that any of them hinted at as wrmif. He «eemed to be to» 
diffident of himself ; and too much conceimed about his. character as a poet ; or (aa 
he worded it), too solicitous for that kind of praiBe, which, God knows, is but a 
▼ery little matter after all !»'— Popb {Spenct'g Anecdotes), 

^ " As to poetical affairs," says Pope, in 1713, ^ I am content at present to be a 
bare looker-on. ..... Cato was not so much the wonder of Rome in his days, at 

he is of Britain in ours ; and though all the foolish industry possible has been used 
to make it thought a party play, yet what the author once said of another may the 
most properly in the world be applied to him on this occasion : 
" * Envy itself is dumb — ^in woifider lost ; 

And factions strive who shall applaud him most.' . 
** The numerous and violent cli^ps of the Whig party 09 the one side of the thea- 
tre were echoed back by the Tories on the oth^ ; while the author sweated behind 
the scenes with concern to find their applause proceeding more ficom the hands 

than Uie head. Ibelieveyouhare heard that, after all the iqf^planses of the 

opposite faction, my Lord Bdingbroke ae^t for Booth, who played C«to, into the 
box, and presented him with fifty guineas in acknowledgment (as he expressed it) 
fiNT defending the cause of liberty so well against a perpetual dictatOT."— Pofb's 
Letter to SiB W. Tbumbvll. 

Cato ran for thirty-fire nights without interruption. Pope wrote the Piologae, 
•ad Garth the Epilogue. 

It ia worth noticing how many things in Cato keep their ground aa habitual qoo* 
titiona, «.f , .^-- 

<*.... big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Rome.** 
« Tis not in mortals to command tfuccess, 
But we*Q do more, Sempronins, w«*U deterre it** 
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Meanwhile he was writing political papers and advanc- 
ing in the political profession. He went Secretary to Ire« 
land. He w^s ^pointed Secretary of State in 1717. And 
letters of his are extant, bearing date. some year or two 
hefore, and written to young Lord Warwick, in which he 
addresses him as << my dearest lord," and asks affectionately 
about his studies, and writes very prettily about nightin- 
gales, and birds'-nests, which he has found at Fulham for 
his lordship. Those nightingales were intended to warble 
in the ear of Lord Warwick's mamma. Addison married 
her ladyship in 1716 ; and died at Holland House three 
years after that splendid but dismal union.^ 

** Blesses bis stan, and thinks it luxury.'' 

«<I think the Romans call it Stoicism." 

" My voice is still for war." 

** When vice prevails, and impious men bear swij, 
The post of honour is a private station.*' 
Kot to mention — 

" The woman who deliberates is lost." 
And the eternal — 

" Plato, thou reasonest well," 
which avenges, perhaps, on the public? their neglect of the play ! 

^ ** The lady was persuaded to marry him on terms much like those on wMeh a 
Turkish princess is espoused,— to whom the Sultan is reported to pronounce, 
* Daughter, I give thee this man for thy slave.' The marriage, if uncontradicted 
report can be credited, made no addition to bis happiness ; it neither found ibem, 

nor made them, equal Rowe's ballad of * The Despairing Shepherd' is 

said to have been written, either before or aiter marriage, upon this memorable 
pair." — Db. Johnson. 

** I reoeived the news of Mr. Addison's being declared Secretary of State with 
the less surprise, in that I knew that post was almost offered to him before. At 
that time he declined it, and I really believO that he would have done well to have 
declined it now. Such a post as that, and such a wife as the Countess, do not 
seem to be, in prudence, eligible for a man that is asthmatic, and we may see the 
day when he will be heartily glad to resign them both."— Ladt Wobtlbt Mon* 
TAGU TO Pops. Works, Lord WhamcUffe't edit., vol. ii. p. 111. 
The issue of this marriage was a daughter, Charlotte Addison, who inherited, on 
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But it is not for his reputation «s the great author of 
^^ Qato" and the ^^ Campaign," or for his merits as Secre- 
tly of State, or for his rank and high distinction ^lb my 
Lady Warwick^s husband, or for his eminence as an Ex- 
aminer of political questions on the Whig side, or a G-uard- 
ian of British liberties, that we admire Joseph Addison. 
It is as a Tatler of small talk and a Spectator of mankind, 
that we cherish and love him, and owe as much pleasure 
to him as to any human being that ever wrote. He came 
in that artificial age, and began to speak with his noble, 
natural voioe^ He came, the gentle satirist, who hit no 
unfair blow ; the kind judge who castigated only in smil- 
ing. While Swift went about, hanging and ruthless — a 
literary Jeffiries — ^in Addison's kind cpurt only niinor cases 
were tried : only peccadilloes and small sins against society : 
only a dangerous libertinism in tuckers and hoops ;' or a 

her DM ther's death, the estate of Bilton, near Rugby, which her father had purchased, 
and died, unmarried, at an advanced age. $he was of weak intellect. 

Rowe appears to have been faithful to Addison during his courtship, for his CoI< 
lection contains ' Stanzas to Lady Warwick, on Mr. Addison's going to Ireland,' in 
which her ladyship is called * Chloe,' and Joseph Addison, * Lycidas ;' besides the 
ballad mentioned by the Doctor, and which is entitled * Colin's Complaint.' Bat 
not even the interest attached to the name of Addison could induce the reader to 
peruse this composition, though one stanza may serre as a specimen >- 
" What though I haye skill to complain — 
Though the Muses mj temples hare crowned ; 
What though, when they hear my sweet strain. 
The Muses sit weeping aroujid. 
• ' .<* Ah, Golin! thy hopes are in Tain; 
Thy pipe and thy laurel resign ; 
Thy false one inclines to a swain 
Whose music is sweater than thine. 
^ One of the most humorous of these is the paper on Hoops, which, the ''Spee* 
tafeor^ tells us, particularly pleased his friend Sib Rookb. 
"Mr. Spkctatob, ^ 

** You hare diverted the town almost a whole month at ^e expense of ^ 
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nuisance in the abuse of beaux' canes and snuff-boxes. 
It may be a lady is tried for breaking the peace of our sov- 
ereign lady Q,ueen Anne, and ogling too dangerous from 
the side-box: or a Templar for beating the watch, or 
breaking Priscian's head : or a citizen's wife for caring 
too much for the puppet-show, and too little for her hus- 
band and children : every one of thci little sinners brought 



coontiy ; it is now Ugh tiojie that you should give the countiy their rerenge. Since 
your withdrawing from this place, the fair sex are run into great extravagancies. 
Their petticoats, which began to heave and swell before you left us, are now blown 
up into a most enormous concave, and rise every day more and more ; in qhort. Sir, 
since our wpm^ knew themselves to be out of the eye of the Spbctator, they 
will be Kept within no compass. You praised them a little too soon, for the mod- 
esty of their head-dresses ; for as the humour of a sick person is often driven, out 
of one limb into another, theif superfluity of ofnameafs, instead of being entirely 
banished, seems only fallen from ^eir heads upon their lower parts. What they 
have lost in height they make up in breadth, and, contrary to all rules of architec- 
ture, widen the foundations at the same time that they shorten the superstructure. 

" The women give out, in defence of these wide bottoms, that they are very airy 
and very proper for the season ; but this I look upon to be only a pretence and a 
piec« of art, for it is well known we have not had a more moderate summer these 
many years, so that it is pertain the heat they compls^ of cannot 1^ in the weather; 
besides, I would ihin ask these tendef-constitutioned ladies, why they should re- 
quire more cooling than their mothers before them ? 

"I find several speculative persons are of opinion that our sex has of late years 
"been veiy saucy, and that the hoop-petticoat is made use of to keep us at a distance. 
It is most 'Certain that a woman's honour cannot be better entrenched than after this 
manner, in circle ^thin circle, amidst such a variety of out-works and lines of 
circumvallation. A female who is thus invested in whalebone is sufficiently secured 
against the approaches of an ill-bred follow, who might as well think of 3ir Geoige 
Etheridge's way of making love in a tuk as in the midst of so many hoops. 

*' Among these various coi^ectures, there are men of superstitious tempeis who 
look upon the hoop-petticoat as a kind of prodigy. Some will have it that it por- 
tends the downfall «f the Fren^ king, and observes, that the Ifaithingale appeared 
in England a little before the ruin of the Spanish monarohy. Others are of opinion 
that it foretells battle and blood-shed, and believe it of the same prognostication as 
the taU of a biasing star. For my part, I am apt to think that it is a sign that mul- 
titodes are coming ihto the world rather than going^out of it," dee. dee.— <^p#cttftor. 
No. 187. 
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before him are amusing, and he dismisses eadi with the 
plcasantest penalties and the most charming words^ of ad- 
monition. 

Addison wrote his papers as gaily as if he was going out 
for a holiday. When Steele's " Tatler" first began his prat- 
tle, Addison, then in Ireland, caught at his friend's notion, 
poured in paper after paper, and contributed the stores of 
his mind, the sweet fruits of his reading, the ddightful 
gleanings of his daily observation, with a wonderful profu- 
sion, and as it seemed an almost endless fecundity. He 
was six-and4hirty years old: full and ripe. He had not 
worked crop after crop frotn his brain, manuring hastily, 
subsoiling indifferently, cutting and sowing and cutting 
again, like other luckless cultivators of letters. He had 
not done much as yet ; a few Latin poems— graceful pro- 
lusions; a polite book of travels; a dissertation on medals, 
not very deep ; four acts of a tragedy, a great classical ex- 
ercise; and tha '< Campaign," a large prize poem that won 
an enormous prize. But with his friend's discovery of the 
" Tatler," Addison's calling was found, and the most de- 
lightful talker in the world began to speak.^ He does not 
go very deep : let gentlemen of a profound genius^ critics 
accustomed to the plunge of the bathos, console themselves 
by thinking that he could not go very deep. There are no 
traces of suffering in his writing. He was so good, so 
honest, so healthy, so cheerfully selfish, if I must use the 
word. There is no deep sentiment. I doubt, until after 
his marriage, perhaps, whether he ever lost his nighf s rest 
or his day's tranquillity about any woman in his life :' 

* ** Mr. Addison has not had one epithalamimn that I ean haar of, and must eren b* 
tWoeadflika a poofar and abatterpoat, Spanser» to malui hk own.'*--PoPB*s Xill<r> 
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whereas poor Diek Steele hafl capacity enough to melt, 
and to languish, and to sigh, and to cry his honest old eyes 
out, for a dozen. His writings do not show insight into or 
reverence for the love of women which I take to he] one 
the consequence of the other. He walks ahout the world 
watching their pretty humours, fashions, follies, flirtationsy 
rivalries; and noting them with the most charming arch- 
ness. He sees them in puhlic, in the theatre, or the as- 
sembly, or the puppet-show; or at the toy-shop higgling 
for gloves and lace; or at the auction, battling together 
over a blue porcelain dragon, or a darling monster in Ja- 
pan; or at church, eyeing the width of their rivals' hoops, 
or the breadth of their laces, ais they sweep down the 
aisles. Or he. locks out of his window at the Garter in 
St. James's Street, at Ardelia's coaeh, as she blazes to the 
drawing-room with her coronet and six footmen ; and re-, 
membering that her father was a Turkey merchant in the 
city, calculates how many sponges went to purchase her 
earring, and how many drums of figs to build her coach- 
box ; or he demurely watches behind a tree in Spring Grar- 
den as Saccharissa (whom he knows under her mask) trips 
out of her chair to the alley where Sir Fopling is waiting. 
He sees only the public life of women. Addison was one 
of the most resolute clubmen of his day. He passed many 
hours daily in those haunts. Besides drinking, which alas ! 
is past, praying for, it must be owned, ladies, that he in- 
dulged in that odious practice of smoking. Poor fellow! 
He was a man's man, remember. The only woman he 
did know, he did not write about. I iake it thete would 
not have been much humour in that story. 
He likes to go and sit in the smoking-room at the Crra- 
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oian, or ihe Devil;^ to pace 'Ckange and the Mali* — ^to 
mingle in tlmt great club of the world— sdttipg alone in it 

^ " I have observed th^ a reader seldom peruses a book with pleasure till he 
knows whether the writer of it be a black or a fair man, of a mild or a choleric disposi- 
tion, married or a bachelor; with other particulars of the like nature, that conduce 
▼ery much to the right understanding of nn autW. To gratify this curiosity, which 
is so natural to a. reader, J design this paper and my next as prefatory discourses to 
my following writings ; and shall give some account in them of the persons that are 
engaged in this work. As il^e chief trouble of compiling, digesting, and correcting 
wiH fall to my share, I must do myself the justice to open the work with my^own his 

tory There runs a story in the family^ that when my mother was gone with 

child of me about three months, i^e dreamt that she was brought to bed of a judge. 
Whether this might proceed from a lawsuit which was then depending in the fam- 
ily, or my father's being a justice of the peace, I cannot determine ; for I am not so 
vain as to think it presaged any dignity that I should arrive at in my future life, 
though that was the interpretation which the neighbourhood put upon it. The grar 
ity of my behaviour at my very first appearance in the world, and all the time that I 
sucked, seemed to fayour ipy mother's dream ; for, as she has often tol4 me> I threw 
away my rattle before I was two months old, and would not .make use of my coral 
till they had taken away the bells from it. 

" As for the rest of my infancy, there being nothing in it remaxkable, I shall pass 
it over in silence. I find that during my nonage I had the reputation of a very sul- 
len youth, but was always the favourite of my schoolmaster, who used to say that 
my parts were solid and would wear well I had not been long at the university be- 
fore I distinguished myself by a most profound silence ; for during the space pf 
eight y^ars, excepting in the public exercises of the college, I scarce uttered the 
quantity of an hundred words ; and indeed, I do not remember tiiat I ever spoke 
three sentences together in my whole life 

^ 1 have passed my latter years in this city, where I am firequently seen in most 
public places, though there are not more than half-a-dozen of my select friends that 

know me There is no place of general resort wheftsin I do not often make 

my appearance ; sometimes I am seen thrusting my head into a round of politicians 
at Wills', and listening with great attention to the narratives that are made in these 
little eireular audiences. Sometimes I smoke a pipe at Child's, and whilst! seem 
attentive to nothing but the Postmant overhear the conversation of evexy table in 
the room. I appear on Tuesday night at St. James's Coffee-house ; and sometimes 
join the little committee of politics in the inner room, as one who comes to hear and 
improve. My face is likewise very well known at the Grecian, the Cocoa-tree, an<i 
in the theatres both of Drury-lane and the Hayraarket. I have been taken (gt a 
merchant upon the Exchange for above these two years ; and sometimes pass for a 
Jew in the asaembljr of stock-jobbers at Jonathan's. In short, wherever I see a 
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Bomehow: having good-wDi and kindness for every single 
man and woman in it — Shaving need of some habit and cus- 
tom binding him to some few; never doing any man a 
wrong (miless it be a wrong ta hint a little doubt about a 
man's parts, and to damn him with faint praise) ; and so 
he looks on the world and plays with the ceaseless hu- 
mours of all of us — ^laughs the kindest laugh — points our 
neighbour's foible or eccentricity out to us with the most 
good-natured, smiling confidence ; and then, turning over 
his shoulder, whispers our foibles to onr neighbour. What 
would Sir Roger de Coverley be without his fallies and his 
charming little brain-cracks ?* If the good knight did not 
call out to the people sleeping in church, and say "Amen" 
with such a delightful pomposity : if he did not make a 
speech in the assize-court apropos de bottes, and merely to 
show his dignity to Mr. Spectator : * if he did not mistake 

cltuter of people, I mix with fhem, though I never open my own lips but in my own 
club. • 

" Thus I live in the world rather as a * Spectator^ of mankind than as one of the 
. species ; by which means I have made myself a speculative statesman, soldier, mer^ 
chant, and artizan, without ever meddling in any practical part in life. I am very 
well versed in the theory of a husband or a father, and can discern the errors in the 
economy, business, and diversions of others, better than those who are engaged in 
them«— as standers-by discover blots which are apt to escape those who are in the 
game. ... In short, I have acted, in all the parts of my life, tLta, looker-on, which 
is the character I intend to preserve in this paper." — Spectator, No. 1. 

1 M So efiedtuatly, indeed, did he retort on vice the mockery which had recently 
"been directed agunst virtue, that, since his time, the open violation of decency has 
id ways been considered, amongst us, the sure mark of a fool.*' — "Macavlay, 

* '* The Court was sat before Sir Roger came ; but, notwithstanding all the jus 
tic^S had taken their places upon the bench, they made room for the old knight at 
the bead of them ; who for his reputation in the country took oc-casion to whisper 
in the judge's ear that he woe glad his lordship had met toith so much good weather m 
his circuit. I was listening to the proceedings of the Court with much attention, 
and infinitely pleased with that great appearance and solenmity which so propeily 
aeeompaiiies such a public administration }f our laws ; when, after about an hour*e 
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Madam Doll Tearsheet for a lady of quality^ in Temple 
Grarden J if he were wiser than he is : if he had not his hu- 
mour to salt his life^ and were but a mere English gentle* 
man and game-preserver— of what worth were he to us ? 
We love him foi^ his vanities as much as his virtues. What 
is ridiculous is delightful in him : we are so fond of him 
because we laugh at him so. And out of that laughter, 
and out of that sweet weakness, and out of those harmless 
eccentricities and follies, and out of that touched brain, and 
out of that honest manhood and simplicity — ^we get a re- 
sult of happiness^ goodness, tenderness, pity, piety ; such 
as, if my audience will think their reading and hearing over, 
doctors and divines but seldom have the fortune to inspire. 
And why not? Is the glory of Heaven to be stiqg only by 
gentlemen in black coats ? Must the truth be only ex- 
pounded in gown and surplice, and out of those two vest- 
ments can nobody preach it ? Commend me to this dear 
preacher without orders— this parson in the iye-wig. When 
this man looks from the world whose weaknesses hedescribes 
so benevolently, up"to the Heaven which shines over us all, 
I can hardly fancy a human face lighted up with a more se- 
rene rapture : a human intellect thrilling with a purer love 
and adoration thsm Joseph Addison's. Listen to him : from 



sitting, I observe to my great surprise, in the midst of a trial, that my friend Sir 
Roger was getting up to speak. I waa^in some pain for him, till I found he had ac- 
quitted himself of two or three sentences, with a look pf much business and great 
intrepidity. ' . . 

** Upon his first rising the Court was hushed, and a general whisper ran among 
the country people that Sir Roger toas up. The speech he made was, so little to the 
puipose, that I shall not trouble my readers with an account of it. and I belieye was 
not so much designed by the knight himself to inform the Court, as to gire him a 
figure in my eyes, and to keep up his credit in the country.^ — Spectator^ No. 
122. 
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your diildhood you have known the verses : but who can 
hear their sacred mnsio without love and awe? 

** Sooa M the oTening shades pieraS, 
The moon, takes up the wondrous tale. 
And nightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the stoiy of her birth ; 
And all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 
What though, in solemn silence, all 
Move round this dark, terrestrial ball ; 
What though no real roiee nor sound, 
Among their radiant orbs be found ; • 
In reason's ear they alLrijoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice. 
For ever singing as they shine, 
The hand that made us is divine." 

It seems to me those verses shine like the stars. They 
shine out of a great deep calm. iWhen he turns ix> Heaven, 
a Sabbath comes over that macPs'mind : and his face lights 
up from it with a glory of thanks and prayer. His sense 
of religion stirs through his whole being. In the fields, in 
the town : looking at the birds in the trees : at the children 
in the streets : in the morning or in the moonlight : over his 
books in his own room : in a happy party at a country mer^ 
ry -making or a town assembly, good- will and peace to God's 
creatures, and love and awe of Him who made them, fill his 
pure heart and shine firom his kind face. If Swift's life was 
the most wretched, I think Addison's was cme of the most 
enviable. A life prosperous and beautiful — a calm death 
— an immense fame and afiecfcion afterwards for his happy 
and spotless name.^ 



^ ** Garth sent to Addison (of whom he had a very high opinicm) on his death-fwd, 
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to ask him whether the Christian religion was true." — Dr. Youno {Spencers Anec^ 
iotet). 

" I have always preferred cheerfulness to mirth. The latter I consider as an act, 
the former as an habit of the mind. - Mirth is short and transient, cheerfulness fixed 
and permanent. Those are often raised into the greatest transports of mirth who 
are subject to the greatest depression of melancholy : on the contrary, cheerfulness, 
though it does not give the mind such an exquisite gladness, prevents us from faU* 
ing into any depths of sorrow. Mirth is like a flash- of lightning that breaks through 
a gloom of clouds, and glitters for a moment ; cheerfulnes^eeps up a kind of day- 
light in the mind, and fills it with a steady and peipetual serenity." — ^Adpison 
(iSpectatar, f. ZSl), 
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LECTUKE THE THIBD. 

STEELt 

What do we look for in studying the history of a post 
age? Is it to learn the political transactions *and charac- 
ters of the leading public men? is it to make ourselves 
acquainted with the life and being of the time ? If we 
set out with the former grave purpose, where is the truth, 
and who believes that he has it entire ? What character 
of what great man is knoyrn to you ? You can but make 
guesses as to character more or less happy. In common 
life don't you often judge and misjudge a man's whole 
conduct, setting out from a wrong impression ? The tone 
of a voice, a word said in joke, or a trifle in behaviour— 
the cut of his hair or the- tie of his neckcloth may disfigure 
him in your eyes, or poison your good opinion ; or at the 
end of years of intimacy it may be your closest friend says 
something, reveals something which had previously been a 
secret, which alters all your views aboiiit him, and shows 
that he has been acting on quite a different motive to that 
which you fancied you knew. And if it is so with those 
you know, how much more with those you do not know ? 
Say, for example, that I. want to understand the character 
of the Duke pf Marlborough. I read Swiff s history of the 
times in which he took a part ; the shrewdest of observers 
and initiated, one would think, into the politics of the age 
— he hints to me that Uarlborough was a coward, and 
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eyen of doubtful military capacity : he speaks of Walpole 
as a contemptible boor, and scarcely mentions, except to 
flout it, the great intrigue of the Queen's latter days, 
which was to have ended in bringing back the Pretender. 
Again, I read Marlborough's life by a copious archdeacon, 
who has the command of immense papers, of sonorous lan- 
guage, of what is called the best information ; and I get 
little or no insight into this secret motive which I believe 
influenced the whole <>f Marlborough's career, which caused 
his turnings and windings, his opportune fidelity and trea- 
son, stopped his army almost at Paris gate, and landed 
him finally on the Hanoverian side — ^the winning side ; 1 
get, I say, no truth or only a portion of it in the narrative 
of either writer, and believe that Cox's portrait or Swift's 
portrait is quite unlike the real Gburchili^ I take this as 
a single instance, prepared to be as sceptical about any 
other^ and say to the Muse of Hiisrt»ry, "0 venerable 
daughter of Mnemosyne, I doubt every single statement 
you ever made since your ladyship was a Muse ! For 
all your grave airs and high pretensions, you are not a 
whit niore trustworthy than some of your lighter sisters on 
whom your partizans look down. You bid me listen to a 
general's oration to his soldiers. Nonsense ! He no more 
made it than Turpin made his dying speech at Newgate. 
You pronounce a panegyric of a h^o ; I doubt it, and say 
you flatter outrageously. You utter the condemnation of 
a loose character ; I doubt it, and think you are prejudiced 
and take the side of the Dons. You offer me an autobi- 
ography; I doubt all autobiographies I ever read, except 
those, perhaps, of Mr. Robinson Crusue, Mariner, and 
writers of his class. These have no object in setting^them- 
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selves right with the public or their own consoienoes, these 
have no motive for oonceahnent or half truths, these call for 
no more confidenoe than I can cheerfully give, and do not 
force me to tax my credulity or to fortify it by evidence. 
I take up a volume of Dr. Smollett, or a vdiume of the 
^^ Spectator," and say the fiction carries a greater amount 
of truth in solution than the volume which purports to be 
all true. Out of the fictitious bode I get the expressicm of 
the life of the time ; of the manners, of the movement, the 
dress, the pleasures, the laughter, the ridicules of society 
— ^the old times Uve again, and I travel in the old country 
of England. Can the heaviest historian do more lor me ? 
As we read in these delightful volumes of the <' Tatler" 
and ^' Spectator," the past age returns, 4;he England of our 
ancestors is revivified. The May^pole rises in the Strand 
again in London; the churches are crowded with daily 
worshippers ; the beauxf are gatiiering in the coffee-houses 
—4he gentry are going to the Drawing-room — the ladies 
cure thronging to the toy-shops — ^<^e chairmen are jostling 
in the streets — ^the footmen are running vnth links before 
the chariots, or fighting round the theatre doors. In the 
country I see the young Squire riding to Eton with his 
servants behind him, and Will Wimble, the friend of the 
family, to see him safe, ^o make that journey from the 
Squir^^s and back, Will is a week on horseback. The 
coach takes five days betwew London and Bath. The 
judges and the bar ride the circuit. If my lady comes to 
town in her post-chariot, her people carry pistols to fire a • 
salute on Captain: Maeheath if he should appear, and her 
couriers ride a^ead to procure i^rtments for Her at Ihe 
great oaiavaoserais on the x^ad; BonifiBU)e receivei^ her 
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under -the creaking sign of the Bell or the Ram, and he 
and his chamberlains bow her up the great stair to the 
state^apartments, whilst her carriage rumbles into the 
court-yard, where the Exeter Fly is housed that performs 
the journey in eight days, God willing, having achieved 
its daily flight of twenty miles, and landed its passengers 
for supper and sleep. The curate is taking his pipe in the 
kitchen, where the Captain's man — ^having hung up his 
master's half pike — ^is at his bacon and eggs, bragging of 
Eamillies and Malplaquet to the town's-folk, who have 
their club in the chimney-comer. The Captain is ogling 
the chambermaid in the wooden gallery, or bribing her to 
know who is the pretty young mistress that has come in 
the coach ? The pack-horses aire in the great stable, and 
the drivers and osilers carousing in ilie tap. And in Mrs. 
Landlady's bar, over a glass of strong waters, sits a gen- 
tleman of military appeamnce wHo travels with pistols, as 
all the rest of the world does, aM has a rattling grey 
mare in the stables which will be saddled and away with 
its owner half-an-hour before the " Fly" sets out on its 
Ust day's flight. And some five miles on the road, as 
the Exeter Fly comes jingling and creaking onwards, it 
wiU suddenly be brought to a halt by a gentleman on a 
grey mare,. with a black vizard on, his face, who thrusts a 
long pistol into the coach-window, and bids the company to 
hand out their purses. .... It must have been no small 
pleasure ieven to sit in the great kitchen in tho^e days and 
see the tide of human kind pass by. We arrive at places 
now, but we travel no more. Addiscm talks jocularly of a 
difference of manner and costume being quite perceivable 
at Stainesi where there passed a young fell6w ^^ with a 
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<rery tolerable periwig," though to be sure his hat was out 
of fashion, and had a Ramillies oock. I would have liked to 
travel in those days (being of that class of travellers vrho 
are proverbially pretty easy coram latronibus) and have 
seen my friend with the grey mare aad the black vizard. 
Alas ! there always came b> day in the life of that warrior 
when it was the fashion to accompany him as he passed-^ 
without his black mask, and with a nosegay in his hand, 
accompanied by halberdiers and attended by the sheriff, — 
in a carriage without springs, and a clergyman jolting be- 
side him to a spot close by Gumberlahd-gat« and the Mar* 
ble Arch, where a stone still records that here Tyburn 
turnpike stood. What a change in a century ; in a few 
years ! Within a few yards of that gate the fields began : 
the fields of his exploits, behind the hedges of which he 
lurked and robbed. A great and wealthy city has grown 
over those meadows. Were a man brought to die there 
now, the windows would be closed- and the inhabitants 
keep tiiieir houses in sickening horror. A hundred years 
back, people crowded to see that last act of a highway- 
man's life, and ^ake jokes on it Swift laughed ^t him, 
grimly advising him to provide a Holland shirt and white 
cap crowned with a crimson or black ribbon for his exit, 
to mount the cart cheerfully — shake liands with the hang- 
man, and so — farewell. Gray wrote the most delightful 
ballads and made merry over the same hero. Contrast 
these with the writings of our present humourists ! Com- 
pare those morals and ours — ^those manners and ours ! 

We cannot tell — ^you would not bear to be told the 
whole truth regarding thosp men and manners. You 
oould no more suffer in a British drawing-room, under the 
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reign of Queen VWtoria, a fine gentleman or fine lady of 
Queen Anne's time, or hear what they heard and said, 
than you would receive an ancient Briton. It is as one 
roads about savages, that one contemplates the wild ways, 
the barbarous feasts, the terrific pastimes, of the men of 
pleasure of that age. We have our fine gentlemen, and 
our " fast men ;" permit me to give you an idea of one 
particularly fast nobleman of Queen Anne's days, whose 
biography has been preserved to us by the law reporters. 

In 1691, when Steele was a boy at school, my Lord Mohun 
was tried by his peers for the murder of William Mount- 
ford, comedian. In " Howell's State-Trials," the reader 
will find not only an edifying account of this exceedingly 
&st nobleman, but of the times and manners of those days. 
My lord's friend, a Captain Hill, smitten with the charms 
of the beautiful Mrs. Bracegirdle, and anxious to marry 
her at all hazards, determined to carry her qff^ and for this 
purpose hired a hackney-coach with six horses, and a half- 
dozen of soldiers, to aid him in the storm. The ooach 
with a pair of horses (the four -leaders being in waiting 
elsewhere) took its station opposite my Lo^d Craven's 
house in Drury-lane, by which door Mrs. Bracegirdle was 
to pass on her way from the theatre. As she passed in 
company of lier mamhia and a friend, Mr. PiLge, the Cap- 
tain seized her by the hand, the soldiers hustled Mr. Page 
and attacked him sword in hand, and Captain Hill and 
his noble friend endeavoured to force Madam Bracegirdle 
into the coach, Mr. Page called for help : the population 
of Drury-lane rose : it was impossible to effect the cap- 
ture; and bidding the soldiers go about their business, and 
the coach to drive off, Hill let go of his prey sulkily, and 
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he waited for other opportunities of revengQ. The maa of 
whom he was most jealous was Will Mountford, the come- 
dian; Will removed, he thought Mrs. Braoegirdle might 
he his : and accordingly the Captain and his lordship lay 
that jiight in wait for Will, and as he was coming out of 
a house in Norfolk Street^ while Mohuji engaged him in 
talk, Hill, in the words of the Attomey-Gqueral, made a 
pass and run him clean through the hody. 

Sixty-one of my lord's peers folding him not guilty of 
murder, while but fourteen found him guilty, this very 
fast nobleman was discharged ; and made his appearance 
seven years after in another trial for murder-^— when he, 
.ipy Lord Warwick, and three gentlemen of the military 
profession were ccmcerned in the fight which ended in the 
death qf Captain Coole. 

This jolly company were drinking together at Lockit's 
in Charing Cross, when angry wcards arose between Captain 
Coote and Captain French; whom my Lord Mohun and 
my lord the Earl of Warwick* and Holland endeavoured to 
pacify. My lord Warwick was a dear friend of Captrin 
Coote, lent him a hundred pound to buy his commission in 

^ The husband of the lady Warwick, who married Addison, and the father of the 
young Earl, who was brdught to his step-fitther's bed to see bow a'* Christian could 
die/' H« was amongst the wildest of the nol»lity of that day ; and in the curious 
collection of Chap>Books at the British Museum, I have seen more than one aneo* 
dote of the freaks of the gay Lord. He was popular in London, as such daring 
spirits have been in our time. The aneedotists speak reiy kindly of his practical 
jokes. Mohun wa^ scarcely out of prison for his second homicide, when he went 
on Lord Macclesfield's embassy to the elector of Hanover, when Queen Anne sent 
the garter to H. E. Highness. The chronicler of the expedition speaks of his lord- 
ship as an amiable young man, who had been in bad company, but was quite repent 
ant and reformed. He and Macartney afterwards murdered the Duke of Hamilton 
between them, in which act Lord Mohun died. This amiable baron's name waa 
Ckaik8» and not HcAzy, M » reoent noralitt hat ohriftt«ned Uin. 
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the^ Guards ; once when the captain was arrested for 13/. 
bjr his tailor, my lord lent him five guineas, often paid his 
reckoning for him, and showed him other offices of friend- 
ship. On tips evening, the disputants, French and Goote, 
being separated whilst they were upstairs, unluckily stopped 
to drink ale again at the bar of Lockit's. The row began 
afredi — Coote lunged at French over the bar, and at last 
all six called for chairs, and went to Leicester-fields, where 
th^y fell to. Their lordships engaged on the side of Cap* 
tain Copte. My Lord of Warwick wtfe severely wounded 
in the hand, Mr. French also was stabbed, but honest Cap- 
tain Coote got a couple of wounds — <ine especially, "a 
wound in the left side just under the short ribs, and pierc- 
ing through the diaphragma," which did for Captain Coote. 
Hextce the trial of my Lords Warwick and Mohun : hence 
the assemblage of peers, the report of the transaction, in 
which these defunct fast men still live for the observation 
o{ the curious. My Lord of Warwick is brought to the bar 
by the Deputy Grovemor of the Tower of London, having 
the axe oatried before him by the gentleman gaol^, Itrho 
stood with it at the bar at tiie right ha^d of the prisoner, 
turning the edge from him; ; the prisoner,, at his approach, 
majcing three bows, one to his Grace the^Lord High-Stew- 
ard, the other to the peers on each hand ; and his Q-race 
and the peers return the salute. And besides these great 
personages, august in periwigs, and nodding to the right 
imd left, a host df Hie small come up out of the past and pass 
before us — ^the jolly captains brawling in the tavern and 
laug^bing and cursing over their cups— *the drawer that 
serves, the bar-girl that waits, the bailiff on the prowl, the 
ohainnen tradging through the black lampless streetsi andf 
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smoking their pipes by the railings, whilst swords are clash- 
ing in the garden within. ''Help there! a gentleman is 
hurt:" the ohairmen put up their pipes, and help the 
gentleman over the railings, and carry him, ghastly and 
bleeding, to the Bagnio in Long Acre, where they knock 
up the surgeon — a pretty tall gentleman — ^but that wound 
under the short ribs has done for him. Surgeon, lords, 
captains, bailiffs, chairmen, and gentleman gaoler with 
your axe, where be you now ? The gentleman axeman's 
head is off his own shoulders ; the lords and judges can 
wag theirs no longer ; the bailiff's writs have ceased to 
run ; the honest chairmen's pipes are put out, and with 
their brawny calves they have walked away into Hades — 
all as irrecoverably done for as Will Mountford 6r Captain 
Coote. The subject of our nighf s lecture saw all these 
people — ^rode in Captain Coote's ccmipany of the Guards 
very probably — ^wrote and sighed for Bracegirdle, went 
home tipsy in many a chair, after many a bottle, in many 
a tavern — ^fled from many a bailiff. 

In 1709, when the p^blication of the " Tatler" began, our 
great-great-grandfathers must have seized upon that new 
and delightful pap^r, with much such eagerness as lovers 
of light literature in a later day exhibited when the Wa- 
verley novels appeared, upon which the public rushed, f<Mr- 
saking that feeble entertainment of i7\^ich the Miss Por« 
ters, tiie Anne of Swanseas, and worthy Mrs. Radcliffe her- 
self, ^ith her dreary castles, and exjdoded old ghosts, had 
had pretty much the monopoly. 1 have looked over many 
of the comic books with which our ancestors amused them- 
selves, from the novels of Swift's coadjutrix, Mrs. Manley, 
the delectable autiior of the "New Atlantis," to the face- 



Digitized by 



Google 



Sl^XLC. 101 

tious productions of Tom Durfey and Tom Brown, and 
Ned Ward, writer of the "London Spy," and several other 
yolumes of ribaldry. The slang of the taverns and ordina- 
ries, the wit oi the Bagnios, form the strongest part of the 
farrago of which these libels are composed.^ In the excel- 
lent newspaper collection at the British Museum, you may 
see besides the " Craftsmen" and " Postboy" specimens, and 
queer specimens they are, of the higher literature of Queen 
Anne's time. Here is an abstract firom a notable journal 
bearing date, Wednesday, October 13th, 1708, and entitled 
" The British Apollo ; or, curious amusements for the in- 
genious, by a society of gentlemen." The British Apollo 
invited and professed to answer questions upon all subjects 
of wit, morality, science, and even religion ; and two out 
of its four pages are filled with queries and replies much 
like some of the oracular penny-prints of tlie present time. 
One of the first querists, referring to the passage that a 
bishop should be the husband of one wife, argues that po- 
lyganly is justifiable in the laity. The society of gentle- 
men conducting the "British Apollo" are posed by this 
casuist, and promise to give him an answer. Celinda then 
wishes to know firom "the gentlemen" concerning the 
souls of the dead, whether they shall have the satisfaction 
to know those whom they most valued in this transitory 
life. The gentlemen of th^ Apollo give but cold comfort to 
poor Oelinda. They are inclined to think not : for say tliey, 
since every inhabitant of iiiose regions will be infinitely 
dearer than here are our nearest relatives — ^what have we 
to do with a partial friendship in that happy plao^ ? Poor 
Celinda ! it may have been a diildor a lover whom she had 
lost, and was pining after, when the oracle of " British 
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Apollo" gave her this dismal answer. She has solved tiid 
question for herself by this time, and knows quite as well 
as iiie sooiety of gentlemen. 

From theology we come to pbysio, and Q. asks, " Why 
does hot water freeze sooner than oold?" Apollo replies, 
^^ Hot water oannot be said to freeze sooner than oold, but 
water onoe heated and cold, may be subject to freeze by the 
evaporation of the spirituous parts of the water, which ren- 
ders it less able to withstand the power of frosty weather." 

The next query is rattier a delicate one. '^ You, Mr. 
Apollo, who are said to be the Grod of wisdom, pray give 
us the reason why kissing is so much in fashion : what 
benefit one receives by it, and who was the inventor, and 
you will oblige Corimia." To this queer demand the lips 
of Phoebus, smiling, answer: '^ Pretty innocent Corinna! 
Apollo owns that lie was a little surprised by your kissing 
question, particularly at that part of it where you desire 
to know the benefit you receive by it. Ah ! madam, had 
you a lover, you would not come to Apollo for a solution ; 
since there is no dispute but the kisses of mutual lovers 
give infinite satisfaction; As to its invention it is certain 
nature was its author, and. it began with the first courts 
ship." 

After a colu!mn more of questions, follow nearly two 
pages of poems^ signed by Philander, Ardelia, and the like, 
and chiefly on the tender j^assion ; and the paper winds up 
with a letter frt)m Leghorn, an account of the Duke of 
Marlborough and Prince Eugene before Lille, and proposals 
for publishing two sheets on the present state of iBthiopia, 
by Mr. Hill; all of which is printed for the authors by J. 
tf ayo, at the Printing Press i^ainst Water Lane in Fleet 
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Street. What a change it must have been— hqw Apollo's 
oracles must have beea struck dumh, when the " Tatler" 
appeared, and scholars, gentlemen, men of the world, men 
of .genius, began to speak ! 

Shortly before the Boyne was fought, and young Swift 
had begun to make acquaintance with English court 
manners and English servitude, in Sir "William Temple's 
family, another Irish youth was brought to learn his hu- 
manities at the old school *of Charterhouse, near Smith- 
field ; to which foundation he had been appointed by James 
Duke of Ormond, a governor of the House, and a patron 
of the lad's family. The boy was an orphan, and de- 
scribed, twenty years after, with a sweet pathos and sim- 
plicity, some of the earliest recollections of a life which 
was destined to be chequered by a strange variety of good 
and evil fortune. 

I am afraid no good report could be given by his mas- 
ters and ushers of that thick-set, square-faced, black-eyed, 
soft-hearted little Irish boy. He was very idle. He was 
whipped deservedly a great number of times. Though he 
had very good parts of his own, he got other boys to do his 
lessons for him, and only took just as much trouble as 
should enable him to scuffle through his exercises, and by 
good foitune escape the flogging block. One hundred and 
fifty years after, I have myself inspected, but only as an 
amateur, that instrument of righteous torture still existing, 
and in occasional use, in a secluded private apartment of 
the old Charterhotise School ; and have no doubt it is the 
very counterpart, if not the ancient and interesting ma- 
chine itself, at which poor Dick Steele submitted himself 
to the tormentors. 
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Besides being very kind, lazy, and good-natured, thi9 
boy went invariably into debt with the tart- woman; ran 
out of bounds, and entered intx> pecuniary, or rather prom- 
issory engagements with the neighbouring lollipop-vendors 
%fid piemen-— exhibited an ecurly fondness and capacity for 
drinking mum and sack, and borrowed from all his com- 
rades who had money to lend. I have no sort of authority 
for the statements here made of Steele's early life ; but if 
the child is father of the man, the father of young Steele 
of Merton, who left Oxford without taking a degree and 
entered the Life Gruards — ^the father of Captain Steele of 
Lucas's Fusiliers, who got his compapy through the pat- 
ronage of my Lord Cutts^— the father of Mr. Steele the 
commissioner of Stamps, the editor of the '< Gazette," the 
" Tatler," and " Spectator," the expelled member of Parlia- 
ment, and the author of the " Tender Husband" and the 
"Conscious Lovers;" if man and boy resembled each 
other, Dick Steele the schoolboy must have been one of 
the most generous, good-for-nothing, amiable little crea- 
tures that ever conjugated the verb tupto I beat, tuptomai 
I am whipped,- in any school in Great Britain. 

Almost every gentleman who does me the honour to 
hear me will remember that the very greatest character 
which he has seen in the course of his life, and the person 
to whom he has looked up with the greatest wonder and 
reverence, was the head boy at his school. The school- 
master himself hardly inspires such an awe. The head 
boy construes as well as the schoolmai^ter himself. When 
he begins t6 speak the hall is hushed, and every little boy 
listens. He writes off copies of Latin verses as melodiously 
as Virgil He is good-natured, and, his own master-pieoo 
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achieved, pours out other copies of verses for other boys 
with an astonishing ease and fluency ; the idle ones only 
trembling lest they should be discovered on giving in theii 
exercises, and whipped because their poems were too good 
I have seen great men in my time, but never such a great 
one as that head boy of my childhood : we all thought he 
must be Prime Minister, and I was disappointed oa meet- 
ing him in after life to find he was no more than six feet 
high. 

Dick Steele, the Charterhouse gownboy, contracted such 
an admiration in the yeara of his childhood, and retained it 
faithfully through his life. Throu^ the school and through 
the world, whithersoever his strange fortune led this erring, 
'^ayward, affectionate creature, Joseph Addison wa3 al- 
ways his head boy. Addison wrote his exercises. Addi- 
son did his best themes. He ran on Addison's messages : 
fagged for him and blacked his shoes : to be in Joe's com* 
pany was Dick's greatest pleasure ; and he took a sermon 
or a caning from his monitor with the most boundless rev- 
erence, acquiescence^ and affection,^ 

Steele found Addison a stately college Doa at Oxford, 
and himself did not make much figure at this place. He 
wrote a comedy, which, by the advice of a friend, the 
humble fellow burned there ; and some verses which I 
dare say are as sublime as other gentlemen's compositions 
at that age; but being smitten with a sudden love for 

^ " Steele had the greatest veneration for Additon, and used to show it, in all 
companies, in a particular manner. Addison, now and then, used to^plaj a little 
upon them ; but he always took it well." — Popb {Spence*s Anecdotes). 

** Sir Richard Steele was the best-natured creature in the world : even in hir 
worst state of health, he seemed to desire nothing but to plea^ I be pleased."- 
Ihr. YouNO {Spenc^s AmcdoUt.) 

E3 
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military glory, he threw up the cap and gown for the sad* 
die and bridle, and rode privately in the Horse G-uards, in 
the Duke of Ormond's troop- — ^the second — aqd, probably, 
with the rest of the gentlemen of his troop, ^' all mounted 
on black horses with white feathers in their hats, and soar- 
let coats richly laced ;" marched by King William, in Hyde 
Park, in November, 1699, and a great show of the nobili* 
ty, besides twenty thousand people, and above a thousand 
coaches. " The Ghiards had just got their new doathes," 
the "London Post" said: "they are extraordinary grand, 
and thought to be the finist body of horse in the world." 
But Steele could hardly have seen any actual service. 
He who wrote about himself,^ his mother, his wife, his 
loves, his debts, his friends, and the wine he drank, would 
have told us of his battles if he had seen any. His old 
patron, Ormond, probably got him his cornetcy in the 
Guards, from which he was promoted to be a ckptain in 
Lucas's Fusiliers, getting his company through the patron- 
age of Lord Gutts, whose secretary he was, and to whom 
he dedicated his work called the " Christian Hero." As 
poor Dick, whilst writing this ardent devotional work, was 
deep in debt, in drink, and in all the follies of the town ; 
it is related that all the ofBcers of Lucas's, and. the geptle- 
men of the G-uards laughed at Dick.^ And in t^uth a 

^ The gaiety of his dramatic tone may be seen in this little scene between two 
brilliant sisters, from hb comedy, Tlie Funeralf. or Orief h la Mode. Dick wrote 
this, he said, from " a necessity of enlirening his chan^r," which it seemed, the 
** Christian Hero" had a tendency to make too decorous, grave, and respectable, in 
the eyes of readers of that pious piece. 

l^^*Sce7u drawsy and discovers Ladt GfiABLOTTB, reading at a tabUf — ^Ladt Har- 
riet, playing at a glass, to and fro, and viewing herself J] 

"JL. Ha.— ^Nay, good sister, you may as well talk to me {looking at l^seJfas she 
speaks} as tit staring at a book which I know you cant attend.-'<3oed Dr. Luctt 
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iheolbgian in liquor is not a respeotaUe object, and a her- 
mit though he may be out at elbows must not be in debt 

may hare writ there what he pleases, but there's no putting Francis, Lord Hardy, 
now Earl of Brampton, out of your head, or making him absent from your eyes. Do 
but look on me, now, and deny it if you can. 

"i. Ch. — ^You are the maddest girl {smiling]. . 

"i. Ha, — ^Look ye, I knew you could not say it and forbeaif laughing — [looking 
over Charlotu]. — Oh ! I see his name as plain as you do — F--r — a— n, Fran,— c— 
i — e, Francis, 'tis in eTery line of the book. 

"L. Ch. — [Rising.'] It's in vain, I see, to mind anything in such impertinent 
company— but granting t*were as you say, as to my Lord Hardy— t'is more excus- 
able to admire another, than oneself. 

"X. Ha. — ^No, I think not — yes, I grant you, than really to be vain of one's pei^ 
son, but I don't admire myself— Pish ! I don't believe my eyes to have that soft 
ness. [Looking in the glass.] They an't so piercing : no t*is only stuff, the men 
will be talking. — Some people are such admirers of teeth — Lord, what signifies 
teeth ! (Showing her teHh). A very black-a-moor has as white a set of teeth as 1 
— ^No, sister, I don't admire niyself, but Pve a spirit of contradiction in me : I dont 
know I'm in love with myself^ only to rival the men. 

"X. Ch. — ^Ay, but Mr. Campley will gain ground ev'n of that rival of his, your 
dear self. 

**L, Ha. — Oh, what have I done to you, that you should name that insolent m* 
truder ? A confident opinionative fop. — No indeed, if I am, as a pbetical lover of 
mine sighed and sung, of both sexes. 

The public envy and the public care, 
I shan't be so easily catched — ^I thank him — ^I want but to be sure, I should heartily 
tDrment him by bamshing him, and then consider whether he should depart this lift 
or not. 

**L. Ch. — ^Indeed, sister, to be serious with you, this vani^ in your hmnoor does 
not at all become you. 

**L. Ha. — Vanity ! All the matter is, we gay people are more smcere than yoa 
wi»e folks : all your life's an art. — Speak you real.— Look you there. — [Hauling 
her to the glass.] Are you not struck with a secret pleasure when you view that 
bloom in your look, that haimony in your shape, that promptitude in your mien 7 

**L. Ch. — ^Well, simpleton, if I am at first so simple as to be a little taken with 
myself, I know it a &ult, and take pains to correct it. 

"L. Ha.— Pshaw 1 Pshaw ! Talk this musty tale to old Mrs. Fardingale, 'tit 
tiresome for me to think at that rate. 

**L. Ch. — ^They that think it too soou to understand themselves will veiy soon 
ind it too late.— But tell me honestly, dcm't you like Campley ? 

'*L, £«.— The fellow is not to be ahboovd, if tho forwiid thing did not think «f 
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to the tailor. Stede says of Jiimself that he was always 
sinning and repenting. He beat lus breast and cried most 
piteously when he did repent : but as soon as crying had 
made him thirsty, he fell to sinning again. In that charm- 
ing paper in the " Tatler," in which he recoitls his father's 
death, his mother's griefs, his own most solemn and tender 
emotions, he says he is interrupted by the arrival of a 
hamper of wine, "the same as is to be sold at G-arraway's, 
next week," upon the receipt of which he sends for three 
firiends, and they fall to instantly, " drinking two bottles 
a-piece, with great benefit to themselves, and not separa- 
ting till two o'clock in the morning." 

His life was so. Jack the drawer was always interrupt- 
ing it, bringing him a bottle from the "Rose," or inviting 
him over to a bout there with Sir Plume and Mr. Diver ; 
and Dick wiped his eyes, which were whimpering over his 
papers, took down his laced hat, put on his sword and wig, 
kissed his wife and children, told them a lie about pressing 
business, and went off to the " Rose" to the jolly fellows. 

While Mr. Addison was abroad, and after he came home 
in rather a dismal way to wait upon Providence in his 
shabby lodging in the Haymarket, young Captain Steele 
was cutting a mucl^ smarter figure than that. of his cFaSf 
sical friend of Charterhouse Cloister, and Maudlin Walk. 
Gould not some painter give an interview between %e 
gallant captain of Lucas's, with his hat cocked, and his 



get^g me so easily. — Oh I hate a heart I (um't break when I please.— What makes 
the value of dear china, but that 'tis so brittle ?— were it not for that, you might as 
well hare stone mugs in your closet. — The Funeral^ Oct.^d. 

** We knew the obligations the stage had to his writings [Steele's] ; there being 
scarcely a comedian of merit in our whole company whom his ** Tatlen" had not 
made better by his reeommendatioo of tham."— Cibbbk. 
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lace, and his face too, a trifle tarnished with drink, and 
that poet, that philosopher, pale, proud, and poor, his friend 
and monitor of Bchool days, of all days ? How Biok n^ast 
have bragged about his chances and his hopes, and tiie fine 
company he kept, and the charms of the reigning toasts 
and popular actresses, and the number of bottles that he 
and my lord and some other pretty fellowa had cracked 
over night at the " Devil," or the " Grar^ter !" Cannot one 
fancy Joseph Addison's calm smile and cold grey eyes fol- 
lowing Dick for an instant, as he struts down the Mall, to 
dine with the Guard, at St. James's, before he turns, With 
his sober pace and thread-bare suit, to walk back to his 
lodgings up the two pair of stairs ? Steele's name was 
down for promotion, Dick always said himself, in the 
glorious, pious, and immortal William's last table-book* 
Jonathan Swift's^name had been written there by the same 
hand too. 

Our worthy friend, the author of the **^ Christian Hero,'' 
continued to make no small figure about town by the use 
of his wits.^ He was appointed Grazetteer : he wrote, in 
1703, " The Tender Husband," his second play, in which 
there is some delightful farcical writing, and of which he 
fondly owned in after-life, and when Addison was no more, 
that there were " mapy applauded strokes" from Addison's 
beloved hand.* Is it not a pleasant partnership to remem- 



^ ** Theie is not now in his sight that excellent man whom Heaven made his 
friend and snpen^r to be at a certain place in pain for what he should say or do. 
I will go on in his farther encouragement. The best, woman that ever man had 
cannot now lament and pine at his neglect of himself.*'-^STXBLB [of himself]. 
The Theatre, No. 12, Feb. 1719-20. 

, s «« The Funeral** supplies an admirable stroke of humomr,— one whieb Sydney 
Smith has used as an illustration of the faculty in his Lectatei. 
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ber ? Cannot one fancy Steele, fall of spirits and yonth, 
leaving his gay company to go to Addiscm's lodging, where 
his friend sits in the shabby sitting-rppm, quite serene, and 
cheerful, and poor? In 1704 Steele came on the town 
with another comedy, and behold, it was so moral and 
religious, as poor Dick insisted, so dull the town thought, 
that the " Lying Lover'' was damned. 

Addison's hour of success now came, and he was able to 
help pur friend, the " Christian Hero," in such a way, that, 
if iherd had been any chance of keeping that poor tipsy 
champion upon his iQgs, his fortune was safe, and h& com- 
petence assured. Steele procured the placei of Commis- 
sioner of Stamps : he wrote so richly, so gracefully often, 
so kindly always, with such a pleasant wit and easy 
frankness, with such a gush of good spirits and good hu- 
mour, that his early papers may be compared to Addison's 
own, and are to be read, by a male reader at least, witix 
quite an equal pleasure.^ 



The undertaker is talking to his employes about their duty. 

Sable, — ** Ha, yon !*-A little mbre upon the dismal [forming thmr eovmUnanenl » 
this fellow has a good mortal look,— place him near the corpse : that wainsc^fiMM 
must be o* top of the stairs ; that fellow's almost in a fright (that looks as if he were 
full of some strange misery) at the end of the hall. So — ^But 111 fix you all myself. 
Let's have no laughing^ now on any^ provocation. liOdk yonder,— that hale, well- 
looking puppy ! You ungrateful scoundrel, did not I pity you, take you out of a 
great man's service, and show you the pleasure of receiving wages ? ' Did not / 
give you ten, then jifteen and twenty thillinge a week to be sorrowful I^-and the mori 
/ gioe you, I think the gladder you are /*' 

^ " From my oim Apartment, Nov, lH, 

** There are several persons who have many pleasures and entertiunments in 
dieir possession, which they do not enjoy ; it is, therefore, a kind uid good office to 
acquaint them with Uieir own happiness, and turn their attention to such instances 
of their good fortune as they are apt to oveilook. Persons in the married state 
•ften want such a iuomtot , and pine away their days by lookmg upon the same 
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After the " Tatlw," in 1711, the famous " SpeotatcMr** 
made its appearance, and this was followed, at varidus in- 



eonaition^in anguish and munnaring which carries with it, in the opinion of oth- 
enra complication of all the pleasures of life, and a retreat from its inquietudes. . 

'* I am led into this thought by a visit I made to an old friend who was formerly 
my school-feUow. He came to town ISst week, with his family, for the winter ; 
and yesterday morning sent me word his wife expected me to dinner. I am, as it 
■were, at home at that house, and every member of it knows me for their well- 
wisher. I eannot, indeed, express the pUasure it is to be met by the children with 
so much joy as I am when I go thither. The boys and giiis strive who shall come 
fint, when they think it is I that am knocking at the door ; and that child which 
loses the race to me runs back again to tell the father it is Mr. Bickerqftaff. This 
day I was led in by a pretty girl that we all thought must have forgot me ; for the 
&mily has been out of town these two years. Her knowing me again was a mighty 
subject with us, and took up our discourse at the first entrance ; after which, they 
begun to rally me upon a thousand little stories they heard in the^ country, about 
my marriage to one^ of my neighbours' daughters ; upon which, the gentleman, my 
friend, said, * Nay, if Mr. Bickerstaff marries a child of angr of his old companions, 
I hope mine shall hare the preference : there is Mrs. Mary is now sixteen, and would 
mi^ him as fine a widow as the best of them. But I know him too well ; he is 
so enamoured with the rery memory of those who flourished in our youth, that he 
will not so much as look upon the modem beauties. I remember, old gentleman,- 
how often you went homfe in a day to refresh your countenance and dress when 
Teraminta reigned in your heart As we came up in the cdach, I repeated to my 
wife some of yourrerses on her.' With such reflections on little passages which 
hi^pehed long ago, we passed our time during a. cheerful and elegant meaL After 
dinner his lady left the room, as did also the children. As soon as we were alone, 
he took me by the hand : ' Well, my good friend,' says he, ' I am heartily glad to 
see thee ; I was afhtid you would never have seen all the company that dined with 
you to^lay again. Do not you think the good woman of the house a little altered 
since you followed her fhmi the playhouse to find out who she was for me ?' 1 
perceived a tear fiidl down his cheek as he spoke, inrhich moved nie not a little. 
But, to turn the discourse, I said, * She is not, indeed, that creature she vras when 
she returned me the letter I eanied fkom you, and told me, ** She hoped» as I was 
a gentleman, I would be en^yed no more to trouble her, who had never ofl!iende4 
me ; but would be so much the gentleman's ^friend as to ^issuade him £rom a pur- 
suit which he could never succeed in.". You may remember I thought her In 
earnest, and you were Ibieed to employ your cousin Will, who made his sister get 
acquainted with her for you. You cannot expect her to be for ever fifteen.' * Fif- 
teen !' replied my good friend. ' Ah ! you little understand— -you, that .have lived 
a baehelor—how great, how exquisite a pleasure there is in being reaHy bek>ved I 
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tervals, by many periodicals tinder the same editor — ^the 
" Guardian" — ^the " Englishman" — ^the " Lover," whose 

It it impossible that the most beauteous face in nature should raise in me such 
pleasing ideas as when I look upon that excellent woman. That fading in her 
countenance is chiefly caused by her watching with me in my ferer. This was 
followed by a fit of sicHness, which had like to hare carried me c^last winter. I 
tell you, sincerely, I have so many obligations to her that I cannot, with any sort of 
moderation, think of her present state of healtk But, as to what you say of fifteen, 
she gives me every day pleasure beyond what I ever knew in the possession of her 
beauty when I was in the vigour of youth. Every moment of her life bringr me 
fresh instances of her complacency to my inclinations, and her prudence in regard 
to ray fortune. Her face is to me much more beautiful than when I first saw it^ 
there is no decay in any feature which I cannot trace from the very instant it was 
occasioned by some anxious concern for my welfare and interests. Thus, at the 
same time, methinks, the love I conceived towards her for what she was, is height- , 
ened by my gratitude for what she is. The love of a wife is as much above the 
idle passion commonly called by that name, as the loud laughter of buffoons is in- 
ferior to the elegant mirth of gentlemen. Oh ! she is an inestimable jewel ! In 
her examination of her household affairs, she shows a certain feariulness to find a 
fault, which makes her servants obey her like children ; and tha meanest we have 
has an ingenuous shame for an offence not alwa3r8 to be seen in children in other 
families. I speak 6peely to you, my old friend ; ever since her sickness, things that 
gave me the quickest joy before turn now to a certain Anxiety. As the children 
play in the next room, J know the poor things by their steps, and am considering 
what they must do should they lose their mother in their tender yean. The pleas- 
ure I used to take in telling my boy stories of battles, and asking my girl questions 
about the disposal of her baby, and the gossipping of it, is turned into inward re- 
flection and melancholy.' < 

'^He would have^ gone on in. this tender way, when the good lady entered, and, 
with an inexpressible sweetness in her countenance, told us * she had been search- 
ing her closet for something very good, to treat such an old friend as I was.* Her^ 
husband's eyes sparkled with pleaswre at the cheerfulness of her countenance ; and 
I saw all his fears vanish in an inst^it. The lady observing something in our looks 
which showed we had been more serious than ordinaiy, and seeing her husband 
receive hst with great concern under a forced cheerfulness, immediately guessed wX 
what he had been talking of; and applying herself to me, said, with a smile, ^ Mr.. . 
Bickei^taff, do not believe a wotd of what he tells you ; I shall still live to have 
you for my second, as' I have often promised you, unless he takes more cate of 
himself than he has done since his coming to town. You must know he tells me, 
that he finds London is a much more healthy place than the country ; for he seea 
s«vend of his old aequaintances and schoolfellows are hers — ywmgfdUiwM vnth 
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love was rather insipid — the " Reader,'' of whom the pub^ 
lie saw no more after his second appearance — the " Thea- 
tre," under the pseudonym of Sir John Edgar, which 
Steele wrote, while Governor of the Eoyai Company of 
Comedians, to which post, and to that of Surveyor of the 
Royal Stables at Hampton Court, and to the Commission 

fcoTf fuU-hottomed periwigs. I could scarce keep him this morning from going oat 
open-fyreeutfd.^ My friend^ wha is always extremely delighted with her agreeable 
humour, made her sit down with us. She did it with that easiness which ia^pecul- 
iar to women of sense ; and to keep up the good humour she had brought in with 
her, turned her raillery upon me. * Mr. BickerstaflT, you remember you followed me 
one night from the playhouse ; suppose you should cSany me thither tOMnorrow 
night, and lead me in the front box.' This put us into a long iSeld of discoursd 
about the beauties who were the mothers to the present, and shined in the boxes 
twenty years ago. I told her, * I was glad she had transferred so many of her 
charms, and I did not question but her eldest daughter was within half-a-year of 
being a toast.' 

'** We were pleasing ourselves with this fantastical preferment of the young lady 
when, on a sudden, we were alarmed with the noise of a drum, and immediately 
entered my little godson to give me ai point of war. His mother, lietween laughing 
and chiding, would have put him out of the room ; but I would not part with him 
so. I found, upon conversation with him, though he was a little noisy in his mirth, 
that the child had excellent parts, and was a great master of all the learning on the 
other side of eight years old. I perceived him a very great historian in * iEsop's 
Fables ;*1>ut he frankly declared to me his mind, * that he did not delight in that 
learning, because he did not believe they were true ;' for which reason I found he 
had very much turned his studies, for about a twelvemonth past, into the lives of 
Don BelHanis of Greece, Guy of Warwick, ' the Seven Champions,* and other his- 
torians of that age^ I could not but observe the satisfaction the father took in the 
forwardness of his son, and that these diversions might turn to some profit. I 
found the boy had made remarks, which might be of service to him during the 
course of his whole life. He would tell you the mismanagement of John Hicker- 
thrift, find fault with the passionate temper in Bevis of Southampton, and loved St. 
George for being the champion of England ; and Uy this means had his thoughts in- 
sensibly moulded into the notions of discretion, virtue, and honour., I was extolling 
his accomplishments when his mother told me, * that' the little girl who led me in 
this morning was, in her way, a better scholar than he. Betty,' said she, * deals^ 
chiefly in fairies and sprights ; and sometimes in a winter night wiU terrify the 
maids with her accounts, until they are afraid to go up to bed.' 

** I sat with them until it was very late, sometimes in merry, sometii^et in teii 
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of the Peace for Middlesex, and to the honour of knight- 
hood, Steele had been preferred soon after the accession 
of G-eorge I., whose canse honest Dick had nobly fought, 
through disgrace and danger, against the most formidable 
enemies, against traitors and bullies, against Bolingbroke 
and Swift, in the last reign. With the arrival of the King, 
that splendid conspiracy broke up ; and a golden opportu- 
nity came to Dick Steele, whose hand, alas, was too care- 
less to gripe it 

Steele married twice; and outlived his places, his 
schemes, his wife, his income, his health, and almost 
everything but hia kind heart. That ceased to trouble 
him in 1729, when he died, wcam out and almost fcnr- 
gotten by his contemporaries in Wales, where he hdd the 
remnant of a property. 

- Posterity has been kinder to this amiable creature ; all 
women especially are bound to be grateful to Steele, as he 
was the first of our writers who really seemed to admire 
and respect them. Congreve the Great, who alludes to the 
low estimation in which women were held in Elizabeth^s 
time, as a reason why the women of Shakspeare make so 
small a figure in the poet's dialogues, though he can him^ 
self pay splendid compliments to women,^ yet looks on them 
as mere instruments of gallantry, and destined, like the 
most consummate fortifications, to fall, after a certain 



ova disoourse, with this paiiicalar pleasure, which gives the only true relish to all 
conTersation, a sense that evety one of us liked each other. ' I went home, consid- 
ering the different conditions of a married life and that of a bachelor: and I must 
confess it struck me with a secret concern, to reflect, that whenever I go off' I shall 
leave no traces behind me. In this pensive mood I return to my family ; that is to 
say, to my maid, my dog, my cat, who only can be the better or worse for what 
kaiywna to naJ'^Tfu TaiUr, 
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time, before the arts and bravery of the besieger, man. 
There is a letter of Swift's, entitled "Advice to a very 
Young Married Lady," which shows the Dean's opinion 
of the female society of his day, and Ihat if he despised 
man he utterly scorned women too. No lady of our time 
could be treated by any man, were he ever so much a wit 
or Dean, in such a tone of insolent patronage and vulgar 
protectioii. In this performance, Swift hardly takes pains 
to hide his opinion that a woman is a fool : tells her to read 
books, as if reading was a novel accomplishment ; and in- 
forms her that " not one gentleman's daughter in a thou- 
sand has been brought to read or understand her own nat- 
ural tongue." Addison laughs at women equally; but, 
with the gentleness and politeness of his nature, smiles at 
tiiepi and watches them, as if they were harmless, half- 
witted, amusing, pretty creatures, only made to be men's 
playthings. It was Steele who first began to pay a manly 
homage to their goodness and understanding, as well as to 
their tenderness and beauty.^ In his comedies, the heroes 
do not rant and rave about the divine beauties of Grloriana 
or Statira, as the characters were made to do in the chiv- 
alry romances and the high-flown dramas just going out of 



i «Ai to the puiBohs after affection and esteem, the fair sex are happy In this 
particular, that with them the one it much more nearly related to the other than in 
men. The love of a woman is inseparable from some esteem of her ; and as she 
is natorally the object of affection, the woman who has yonr esteem has also some 
degree of your love. A man that dotes on a woman for her beauty, will whisper 
his friend, ' that creature has a great deal of wit when you are well acquainted with 
her.' And if you examine the bottom of your esteem for a woman, you will find 
yoQ have a greater opinion of her beauty than anybody else. As to us men, I de 
sign to pass most of my time with the facetious Hany Bickerstaff i but William 
Btokerstaff, the moat prudent nan of our fiunily, shall be my executor.''— Toi^tr, 
No.208. 
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vogue, but Steele admires women's virtue, acknowledges 
their sense, and adores their. purity and beauty, with aji 
ardour and strength which should win the good will of all 
women to their hearty and respectful chamjHon. It is this 
ardour, this respect, this manliness, which makes his com- 
edies so pleasant and their heroes such fine gentlemen. 
He paid the finest compliment to a woman that perhaps 
ever was offered. Of one woman, whom Congreve'had also 
admired and celebrated, Steele says, that ^^to have loved 
her was a liberal education." " How often," he says, ded- 
icating a volume to his wife, "how often has your ten- 
derness removed pain from my sick head, how often cm- 
guish from my afflicted heart! If there are such beings 
as guardian angels, they are thus employed. I cannot be- 
lieve one of them to be more good in inclination, or more 
charming in form than my wife." His breast seems to 
warm and his eyes to kindle when he meets with a good 
and beautiful woman, and it is with his heart as well as 
with his hat that he salutes her. About children, and all 
that relates to home, he is not less tender, and more than 
once speaks in apology of what he calls his softness. He 
would have been nothing without that delightful weak- 
ness. It is that which gives his works their worth and his 
style its charm. It, like his life, is full of faults and care- 
less blunders ; and redeemed, like that, by his sweet and 
compassionate nature. 

We possess of poor Steele's wild and chequered life some 
of the most curious memoranda that ever were left of a 
man's biography.* Most men's letters, from Cicero down 

^ The CorrespoDdefiee of Steele pasted after his death into the possession of his 
daughter IHizabeth, by his second wUe, Miss Scurlock) of Carmarthenshire. She 
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to Walpole, or down to the great men of our own time, if 
you will, are doctored compositions, and written with an 



married the Hon. Johjn, afterwards third Lord Treydr. At her death, part of the 
letters passed to Mr. Thoioaa, a grandson of a natural dau^^ter of Steele's ; and 
part to Lady Trevor's next of kin, Mr. Scurlock.— They were published by the 
learned Nichols — ^firom whose later edition of them, in 1809, t>ur specimens are 
quoted. 
Here we have him, in his courtship — ^which was not a veiy long one. 

to MRS. SCUBLOCK. 

"Aug. 30, 1707. 
"Madam,— 

"I beg pardoa that my paper is not finer, but I am forced to write from a 
coffee-house, where J am attending about business^. There is a dirty crowd of busy 
faces all around me, talking of money ; while all my ambition, all my wealth is 
love ! Love which animates my heart, sweetens my humour, enlarges my soul, and 
affecte eveiy action of my life. It is to my lovely charmer I owe, that many noble 
ideas are continually affixed to my words and actions ; it is the natural effect of 
that generous passion to create in the admirer some similitude of the object ad- 
mired. Thus, my dear, am I every da} to improve from so sweet a companion. 
Lo<^ up» my fair one, to that Heaveit which made thee such ; and join with me to 
implore its influence on' our tender innocent hours, and beseech the author c^ love 
to bless the rites he has ordained — ^and mingle with our happiness a just sense of 
our transient condition, and a resignation to His wiU, which only can regulate our 
minds to a steady endeavour to please Him and each other. 
" I am for ever your faithful servant, 

** Rich. STnLB.** 

Some few hours afterwards, apparently, Mistress Scurlock received the next one 
— obviously Vntten later in the day ! 

"Saturday night {Aug. 30, 1707) 
" DiAB, LoYBLT Mks. Scurlock,— 

" I have been in veiy good company, where your health, under the character 
of thM voman I Unfed 6etf, has been often drunk; so that I may say that I am dead 
drunk for your sake, which is more than / die for you. 

" Rich. Stbblb." 

to mbs. scublock. 

. "Sgrf. 1, 1707. 

«BfADAM,— 

*' It is the hardest thing in the world to be in love, and yet attend business 
As for me, all who speak to me find me out, and I must lock myself up, or other pea 
pie will do it for me. 
*>A fsnUsiBan asked me this morning, Vwhat nefrs fixmi Lishont' and I an 
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eje suspicions towards posterity. That dedication ci 
Steele's to his wife is an artificial performance, possibly ; 

swered, * she is exquisitely handsome.* Another desired to know * when I hsd Isti 
been at Hampton Conit?' I replied, ' it will be on Taetday eome se*nnight' Vrf* 
thee allow me at least to kiss your hand before that day, that my miad may be in 
•ome coffi]tosttre. Oh Love > 

" A thousand tonbents dwell about thee, 
Yet who could live, to live without thee f 

** Methinks I eould write a Tolume to yon ; but all the language on earth would 
&il in saying how much, and with what disinterested passion, 

•* I am erer yours, 

" Rich. Steilb." 

Two dajTs after this, he is found expounding hia circumstances and prospects to 
the young lady*s mamma. He dates from ** liord S^nderh^id's office, Whitehall ;" 
and states his clear income at 10252. per annum* '* I promise myself," says he, ** the 
pleasure of an industrious and virtuous life, in studying to do things agreeable to 
you.** 

They were married, according to the most probable conjectures, about the 7th. 
inst. There are traces of a tiff about the middle of the next month; she being 
prudish and fidgetty, as he was impassioned a|id reckless* General progress, how« 
ever, may be seen from the following notes. The "house in Bury-street, St 
James's,** was now taken. 

TO MKS. STBBU. 

" Oct. 16, 1707. 
''Dkabbst Bkimo oh Eabth,-^ 

** Pardon me if you do not see me till eleven o^clock, having met a school* 
fellow from India, by whom I am to be infonned on things this night which ex- 
pressly eoneems your obedient husband, 

"Rich.Stibw." 

TO MBS. STBBLB. 

** Eight o*ehek, FmtniamTavemt Oct, 22, 1707. 
-MtDbab,— 

*< I beg oC^rou not to be uneasy ; for I have done a great deal of business to- 
day very successfully, and w^ an hour or two about my ' Gasette.' " 

"i>«c 22, 1T07. 

**Mt DBAB, DBAB WlFB,— 

'*! write to let you know I do not come home to dinner, being obliged to at- 
tend sofne business abroad, of whbh 1 shall give yon an account (when I see joa 
in the evening), as becomes your dutiful and obedient husband.** 

«* Detnl Tavetn^Ttn^lhbar, Jan. 3, 1707* 

"DBABPBnB.— 

*' I haTS fartlj sQooMdtd IB lay biisiiiMi to*dsjjr, aac iaelois twttggMNt s» 
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at Jleast, it is written with that degree of artifice which an 
orator uses in arranging a statement for the House, or a 
poet employs in preparing a sentiment in verse or for the 
s^ge. But there are. some 400 letters of Diok Steele's to 

earnest of more. Dear Prae, I cannot come home to dinner. I Itmgoish for your 
w^lfi^ie and will neTer be a moment careless more. 

" Your faithful husband/' &e 

"Jan. 14, 1707^. 
"DbabWifb,— 

" Mr. Edgeoomb, Ned A^k, and Mr. Lumley hare desired me to sft an hour 
with them at the George, in Pall-malU for which I desire your patience till twelve 
o^clock, and that you will go to bed," &c. 

«* Qray's-innl Feb, 3, 1708 
" DiAB Peuk,— 

" If the man who has my shoemaker's bill calls, let him be answered that 1 
shall call on him as I come home. I stay hero in order to get Jonson to discount a 
bill for me, and shall dine with him for that end. He is exited at home every 
minute; 

" Your most humble obedient senrant," &c 

** Tiemiiff-eourf Co#M'iiotise, May 5, 1708. 

"DbakWifi,— 

" I hope I have done this day what will be pleasing to you ; in the meantime 
shall lie this night at^ a baker's, one Leg, orer against the DeVil T^yem, at 'Charing- 
cross. I shall be able to confront the fools who wish me uneasy, and shaU hare 
the satisfaction to see thee cheerfol and at ease. 

** If the printer's boy be at home, send him hither ; and let Mrs. Todd send by the 
boy my night-gown, slippers, and clean linen. You shall hear from me eariy in th« 
morning," &c. 

Dozens of similar letters follow, with occasional guineas, little parcels of tea, or 
walnuts, &c. In 1709 the ^ Tatler" made its appearance. The following curious 
note dates April 7th, 1710 :— 

" I inclose to you [' Dear Prue*] a receipt for the saucepan andjipoon, and a note 
of 23/. of Lewis's, which will m^ke up the 502. 1 promised for your ensuing occasion. 

^ I know no happiness in this life in any degree compariible to the pleiwure I 
have in your person and society. I only beg of you to add to your other charms a 
fearfulness to see a man that loves you in pain and uneasiness, to make me as hap- 
py as it is possible te be in this life. Rising a little in a morning, and being dis 
posed to a cheerfulness * . . . would not be amiss." 

In another, he is found excusing his coming home, being ** invited to supper to 
Mr. Boyle's." ** Dear Prue," he says on this occasion, **do notscod after me, for 
f shaU be fidicttloiM.* 
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hi» wile, which that thrifty woman preserved accurately, 
and which could have been written but for her and her 
^one. They contain details of the business, pleasures, quar- 
rels, reconciliations of the pair ; tihey have all the genuine- 
ness of conversation ; they are as artless as a child's prat- 
tle, and as confidential as a curtain-lecture. Some are 
written from the printing-office, where he is waiting for the 
proof sheets of his ** Gazette," or his " Tatler ;" some are 
written from the tavehi, whence he promises to come to 
his wife ** within a pint of wine,^' and where he has given 
a rendezvous to a friend, or a money-lender: some are com. 
posed in a high state of vinous excitement, when his head 
is flustered with Burgundy, and his heart abounds with 
amorous warmth for his darling Prue : some are under the 
influence of the dismal headache and repentance next morn- 
ing: some, alas, are from the lock-up house, where the 
lawyers have impounded him, and where he is waiting for 
bail. You trace many years of the poor fellow's career in 
these letters. In September, 1707, from which day she 
began to save the letters, he married the beautifiil Mistress 
Scurlock. You have his passionate protestations to the 
lady ; his respectful proposals to her mamma ; his private 
prayer to Heaven when the union so ardently desired was 
completed ; his fond professions of contrition and promises 
of amendment, when, immediately after his marriage, there 
began to be just cause fur the one and need for the other. 
Captain Steele took a house for his lady upon their mar- 
riage, "the third door from Grermain-street, left hand of 
Bury-street," and the next year he presented his wife with 
a country house at Hampton. It appears she had a char- 
iot and pair, and sometimes four horses: he himself en- 
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joyed a Jittle ho^se for his own riding. He paid, or prom- 
ised to pay, hjs bacber fifty pounds a year, and always went 
abroad in a laoed coat and a large black-buckled periwig, 
that must haVe cost somebody fifty guineas. He was 
rather a well-to-do gfentleman. Captain Steele, with the 
proceeds of his estates in Barbadoes (left to him by his first 
wife), his income as writer of the **Crazette," and his office 
of gentleman waiter to his Royal Highness Prince George. 
His second wife brought him a fortuno too. But it is mel- 
ancholy to relate that with these houses and chariots and 
horses and income, the Captain was constantly in want of 
money, for which his beloved bride was asking as con- 
stantly. In the course of a few pages we begin to find the 
shoemaker calling for money, and some directions from the 
Captain, who has not tiiirty pounds to spare. He sends his 
wife, "the beautifuUest object in the world," as he calls 
her, and evidently in reply to applications of her own, 
which have gone the way of all waste paper, and lighted 
Dick's pipes, which were smoked a hundred and forty 
years ^go— he sends his wife now a guinea, then a half- 
guinea, then a couple of guineas, then half a pound of tea; 
and again no money and no tea at all, but a promise that 
his darling Prue shall have some in a day or two ; or a re- 
quest, perhaps, that she will send over his night-gown and 
shaving-plate to the temporary lodging where the nomadic 
captain is lying, hidden from the bailiffs. Oh that a Chris- 
tian hero and late captain in -Lucas's should be afraid of a 
dirty sheriffs officer ! That the pink and pride of chival- 
ry should turn pale before a writ ! It stands to record in 
poor Dick's own handwriting ; the queer collection is pre- 
%rved at the British Museum to this present day ; that the 

F 
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rent of the nuptial house in Jerrayn-street, saored to unut- 
terable tenderness and Prue, and three doors from Bury- 
street, was not paid until after the landlord had .put in an 
execution on Captain Steele's furniture. Addison sold the 
house and furniture at Hampton, and, after deducting the 
sum in which his incorrigible friend was indebted to him, 
handed over the residue of the proceeds of the sale to poor 
Dick, who was not in the least angry at Addison's sum- 
mary proceeding, and I dare say was very glad of any sale 
or execution, the result of which was' to give him a little 
ready money. Having a small house in Jermyn-street for 
which he could not pay, and a country house at Hampton 
, on which he had borrowed money, noising must content 
Captain Dick but the taking, in 1712, a much finer, larger, 
and grander house, in Bloomsbury-square ; where his un- 
happy landlord got no better satisfaction than his friend in 
St. James's, aiid where it is recorded that Dick, giving a 
grand entertainment, had a half-dozen queer-looking fel- 
lows in livery to wait upon his noble guests, and confessed 
that his servants were bailiffs to a man. "I fared like a 
distressed prince," the kindly prodigal writes, generously 
complimenting Addison for his assistance in the '^ Tatler," 
— " I fsured like a distressed prince, who calls in a power- 
ful neighbour to his aid. I was undone by my auxiliary ; 
when I had once called him in, I could not subsist without 
dependence on him.** Poor, needy Prince of Blooinsbury ! 
think of him in his palace, with his allies from Chancery- 
lane ominously guarding him. 

All sorts of stories are told indicative of his Teeklessness 
and his good humour. One narrated by Dr. Hoadly is ex- 
ceedingly characteristic ; it shows the life of the time : and 
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our poor friend very weak, but very kind both in and out 
of his cups. 

" My father," (says Dr. John Hoadly, the Bishop's son) 
— i" when Bishop of Bangor, was, by invitation, present at 
one of the "Whig meetings, held at the Trumpet, in Shoe 
Lane, when Sir Richard, in his zeal, rather exposed him- 
self, having i;he double duty of the day upon him, as well 
to celebrate the immortal memory of King William, it be- 
ing the 4th November, as to drink his friend Addison up 
to conversation-pitch, whose phlegmatic constitution was 
hardly warmed for society by that timB. Steele was not 
fit for it. Two remarkable circumstances happened. John 
Sly, the hatter of facetious memory, was in the house ; and 
John, pretty mellow, took it into his head to come into the 
company on his knees, with a tankard of ale in his hand 
to drink off to the immortal memory ^ and to return in the 
same manner. Steele sitting next my father, whispered 
him — Do laugh. It is humanity to laugh. Sir Richard, 
in the evening, being too much in the saihe condition, was 
put into a chair, and sent home. Nothing would serve 
him but being carried to the Bishop of Bangor's, late as it 
was. However, the chairmen carried him home, and got 
him up stairs, when his great complaisance would wait on 
them down stairs, which he did, and then was got quietly 
to bed." » 

Hiere is another amusing story which I believe that 
renowned collector, Mr. Joseph Miller, or his successors, 
have incorporated into their work. Sir Richard Steele, at 



* Of this famous Bishop, Steele wrbte,^- 

** Virtue with so much ease on Bangor sits, 
All faults he pardons, though he none commits." 
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it time when he was maok ocoupied with theatrical a£* 
fairs, built himself a pretty private theatre, and, before it 
was opened to his Mends and guests, was anxious to try 
whether the hall was well adapted for hearing. Accord- 
ingly he placed himself in the most remote part of tho 
gallery, and begged the carpenter who had built the house 
to speak up from the stage. The man at first said that he 
was unaccustomed to public speaking, and did not know 
what to say to his honour ; but the good-natured knight 
called out to him to say whatever was uppermost ; and 
after a moment the carpenter began, in a voice perfectly 
audible: <^ Sir Richard Steele!" he said, ^< for three m(mths 
past me and my men has been a working in this theatiei 
and we've never seen the colour of your honour's money : 
we will be very much obliged if you'll pay it directly, for 
until you do we won't drive in another nail." Sir Richard 
said that his friend's elocution was perfect, but that he 
didn't like his subject much. 

The great charm of Steele'is writing is its naturalness. 
He wrote so quickly and carelessly, that he was forced to 
make the reader his confidant, and had not the time to 
deceive him. He had a small share of book-learning, but 
a vast acquaintance with the world. He had known men 
and taverns. He had lived with gownsmen, with troopers, 
with gentlemen ushers of the Court, with men and women 
of fashion ; with authors and wits, with the inmates of 
the spunging houses, and with the frequienters of all the 
clubs and coffee houses in the town. He was liked in all 
company because he liked it ; and you like to see his en- 
joyment as you like to see the glee of a box full of chil- 
dren at the pantomime. He was not one of Ihose lonely 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Steele. is6 

ones of the earth, whose greatness obliged them to be soli- 
tary ; on the contrary, he admired, I think, more than any 
man who ever wrote ; and full <rf hearty aj^lause and 
sympathy, wins npoa you by calling you to share his de- 
light and good humour. His laugh rings through the whole 
house. He must have been invaluable at a tragedy, and 
have cried as much as the most tender young lady in the 
boxes. He has a relish for beauty and goodness wherever 
he meets it. He admired Shakspeare affectionately, and 
more than any man of his time; and, according to his 
generous expansive nature, called upon all his company to 
like what he liked himself. He did not damn with faint 
praise : he was in the world and of it ; and his enjoyment 
of life presents the strangest contrast to Swift's savage in- 
dignation, and Addison's lonely serenity.^ Permit me to' 

* H/exe we have tome of his later letters :-^ _ 

TO LADT STEKLI. 

" HampUm Cwrtf March, 16, 1716-17. 
"DBAS Pbui, 

"If yott have written anything to me which I should hare received last 

ni^t, I beg your pardon that I cannot answer till the next post Your son 

at the present writing is mighty welt employed in tumbling on the floor of the room 

and sweeping the sand with a feather. He grows a most delightful child, and veiy 

full of play and spirit. He is also a very great scholar : he can read his Primer: 

and I have brought down my Virgil. He makes most shrewd remarks about the 

pictures. We are very intimate friends and playfellows. He . begins to be veiy 

ragged ; and I hope I shall be pardoned if I equip him with new clothes and frocks, 

or what Mrs. Evans and I shall think for his service." 

to' LADT STBKLB. 

[Undated.] 
" You tell me ydu wiant a little flattery from me. I assure you I know no one 
who deserves so much commendation as yourself, and to whoili saying the best 
things would be so little like flattery. The thiiig speaks itself, considering you as 
a very handsome woman that loves retirement — one who does not want wit, and 
yet is extremely sincere ; and so I could go through all the vices which attend the 
food qualities of other people, of which you are exempt. But, indeed, though you 
kave every peifeetion, you have an extravagant fnult, which almost frustrates th« 
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read to you a passage from each writer, curiously indica- 
tive of his peculiar humour : the subject is the same, and 
t)ie mood the very gravest. We have said that upon all 
the actions of man, the most trifling and the most solemn, 
the humourist takes upon himself to comment. All read- 
er9 of our old masters know the terrible lines of Swif(^, in 
which he hints at his philosophy and describes the end of 
mankind :*— ^ 

** Amazed, coniiised, its fate m^own, 
The world stood trembling at Jove's throne ; 
While each pale sinner hong his head, 
Jove, nodding, shook the heavens and said: 

' Offending race of human kind, 
By nature, reason, learning blind ; 
Ton who through frailty stepped aside; 
And jTOU who never err'd through pride ; 



good in you to me ; and that is, that you do not love to dress, to appear, to shine 
oat, even at my request, and to make me proud of you, or rather to indulge the 

pride J have that you are mine 

" Your most affectionate, obsequious husband, 

" Rich. Steele. 
** A quarter of Molly's schooling is paid. The children ar;e perfectly well.** 

TO LADY STEELE. 

"J»farcA26, 1717. 
«* My "bBARE^ Peub, 

" I have received your's, wherein you give me the sensible affliction of tell- 
ing me enow of the continual pain in your head When I lay in your place, 

and on your pillow, I assure you I fell into tears last night, to think that my charm- 
ing little insolent might be then awak^ and in pain ; and took it to be a sin to go 
to sleep. 

" For this tender passion towards you, I must be contented that youf Prtuship 
will condescend to call yourself my well-wisher " 

At the time when the above later letters were D^tten, Lady Steele was in 
Wales, looking after her estate there. Steele, about this time, was much occupied 
with a project for conveying fish alive, by which, as he constantly assures his wife, 
he' firmly believed he should make his fortune. It did not succeed, however. 

Lady Steele died in December of the succeeding year. She lies buried in 
Westminster Abbey. ^ 

^ Lord Chesterfield sends these verses to Yoltaire in it characteristic letter 
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Yqu who in different sects were shamm'd, 
And come to see each other damn'd ; 
(So some folk told you, but they knew 
. No. more t)f Jove's designs than you.) ' 
The world's mad business now is o'er, 
And r resent your freaks no more ; 
I to such blockheads set my wit, 
I damn such fools — go, go, you're bit ?"* 

Addison, speaking on the very same theme, hut with 
how different a voice, says, in his famous paper on West- 
minster Abbey ("Spectator," No. 26) : — "For my own 
part, though I am always serious, I do not know what it 
is to be melancholy, and can therefore take a view of na- 
ture in her deep and solemn scenes with the same pleasure 
as in her most gay and delightful ones. When I look upon 
the tombs of the great, every emotion of envy dies within 
me ; when I read the epitaphs of the beautiful, every in- 
ordinate desire goes out; wten I meet -with the grief of 
parents on a tombstone, my heart melts with compassion ; 
when I see the tomb of the parents themselves, I consider 
the vanity of grieving for those we must quickly follow." 
(I have owned that I do not think Addison's heart melted 
very much, or that he indulged very, inordinately in. the 
" vanity of grieving.") " When," he goes on, " when I see 
kings lying by those who deposed them : when I consider 
rival wits placed side by side, or the holy men that divided 
the wcwrld with tiieir contests and disputes, — ^I reflect with 
sorrow and astonishment on the little competitions, factions, 
and debates of mankind. And, when I read the several 
dates on the tombs of some that died yesterday and some 
600 years ago, I consider that Great Day when we shall 
all of us be contemporaries, and make our appearance to- 
gether." 
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Our third humourist oomes to speak upon the same sub- 
ject You will have observed in the previous extracts the 
characteristic humour of each writer— the subject and the 
contrast— the fact of Death, and the play of individual 
thought, by which each comments on it, and now hear the 
third writer— <leath, sorrow, and the grave, being for the 
moment also his theme. " The first sense of sorrow I ever 
knew," St^le says in the " Tatler," " was upon the death 
of my father, at which time I was not quite five years of 
age : but was rather amazed at what all the house meant, 
than possessed of a real understanding why nobody would 
play with us. I remember I went into the room where 
his body lay, and my mother sate weeping alone by it. I 
had my battledore in my hand, and fell a beating the cof- 
fin, and calling papa ; |br, I know not how, I had some idea 
that he was locked up there. My mother caught me in 
her arms, and, transported beyond all patience of the silent 
grief she was before in, she almost smothered me in her 
embraces, and told me in a flood of tears, ' Papa could not 
hear me, and would play with me no more : for they were 
going to put him under ground, whence he would never 
come to us again.' She was a very beautiful woman, of 
a noble spirit, and there was a dignity in her grief amidst 
all the wildness of her transport, which methought struck 
me witb an instinct of sorraw that, before I was sensible 
wlutt it was to grieve, seized my very soul, and has made 
pity the weakness of my heart ever since." 

CSh theie be three more characteristic moods of minds 
and men ? " Foqls, do you know anything of this myste- 
ry ?" says Swift, stamping on a grave and carrying his 
scorn for mankind actually beyond it. Miserable, purblind 
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wretolies, hdw dare yoa to pretend to comprehend the Tn- 
sorotable, and how can your dim eyies pierce the unfath- 
omable depths of yonder boundless heaven ? Addison, hi 
a much kinder language and gentler voice, utters much 
the sathe sentiment : and speaks of the rivalry of wits, and 
the contests of holy men, with the same sceptic placidity. 
"Look what a little vain dust we are;" he say^, smiling 
over the tombstones, and catching, as is his wont, quite a 
divine effulgence as he looks heavenward, he speaks in 
words of inspiration almost, of " the Great Day, when we 
shall all of us be eontemporaries, and make our appearance 
together." 

The third, whose theme is Death, too, and who will speak 
his word of moral as Heaven teaches him, leads you up to 
his father's coffin, and shows you his beautiful mother 
weeping, and himself an unconscious little boy wondering 
at her side. His own natural tears flow, as he takes your 
hand and confidingly asks your sympathy. " See how good 
and innocent and beautiful women are," he says, "how 
tender little children !" Let us love these and one anoth- 
er, brother — God knows we have need of love and pardon. 
So it is each man looks with his own eyes, speaks with his 
own voice, and prays his own prayer. 

When Steele asks your sympathy for the actors in that 
charming scene of Love and Grief and Death, who can re- 
fuse it ? One yields to it as to the- frank advance of a child, 
or to the appeal of a woman. A man is seldom more manly 
than when he is what you call unmanned — ^the source of 
his emotion is championship, pity, and courage; the in- 
stinctive desire to cherish those who are innoceht and un- 
kappy, and defend those who are tender and weak. If 

F2 
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Steele is not our friend he is nothing. He is by no means 
the most brilliant of wits nor the deepest of thinkers : but 
he is our friend : we love him, as children love their love 
with an A. beoaui^e he is amiable. Who likes a man best 
because he is the cleverest or the wisest of mankind ; or a 
woman because she is the mo^t virtuous, or talks French ; 
or plays tlie piano better than the rest of her sex ? I own 
to liking Dick Steele tiie man, and Dick Steele tiie author, 
much better than much better men and much better au- 
thors. 

The misfortune regarding Steele is, that most part of the 
company her^ present must take his amiability upon hear- 
say, and certainly cannot make his intimate acquaintance. 
Not that Steele was^ worse than his time ; on the contrary ,^ 
a &r better, truer, and higher-hearted man than most who 
lived in it. But 4^hings were done in that society, and 
names were named, which would make you shudder now. 
What would be the sensation of a polite youth of the pres- 
ent day, if at a ball he saw the young object of his affec- 
tions taking a box out of her pocket and & pinqh of snuff: 
or if at dinner, by the charmer's side, she deliberately put 
her knife into her mouth ? If she cut hermother'^ throat 
with it mamma would scarcely be less shocked. I allude 
to these peculiarities of by-gone times as an excuse for my 
favourite, Steele, who was not worse, and often much more 
delicate than his neighbours. 

There exists a curious document descriptive of the man- 
ners of the last Age, which describe most minutely the 
amusements and occupations of persons of fashion in Lon- 
don at the time of which we are speaking ; the time of 
Swift, and Addison, and Steele. - 
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When Lord Sparkish, Tom Neverout, and Colonel Alwit, 
the immortal personages of Swift's pc^te conversation, oame 
to breakfast with my Lstdy Smart, at eleven o'olook in the 
morning, my Lord Smart was absent at the levee. His 
lordship was at .home to dii^ner at three o'clock to receive 
his guests ; and we may sit down to this meal, like the 
Barmecides, and see the fops of the last century before us. 
Seven of tiiem sate down at dinner, and were joined by a 
country buronet, who told them, they kept court hours. 
These persons of fashion began their dinner with a sirloin 
of beef, fish, a shoulder of veal, and a tongue. My Lady 
Smart carved the sirloin, my Lady Answerall helped the 
fish, and the gallant Colonel cut the shoulder of veal. All 
made a considerable inroad on the sirloin and the shoulder 
of veal with the exception of Sir John, who had no appetite, 
having already partaken of a beefsteak and two mugs of 
ale, besides a tankard of March beer as soon as he got out 
of bed. They- drank claret, which the master of the house 
said should always be drunk after fish ; and my Lord Smart 
particularly recommended some excellent cider to my Lord 
Sparkish, which occasioned some brilliant remarks &om 
that nobleman. When the host called for wine, he nodded 
to one or other of his guests, and said, ^<Tom Neverout, 
my service to you." 

After the first course came almond pudding, and fritters, 
which the Colonel took with his hands out of the dish, in 
order to help the brilliant Miss^ Notable ; chickens, black 
puddings, and soup ; and Lady Smart, the elegant mistress 
of the mansion, finding a skewer in a dish, placed it in her 
plate with directions that it should be carried down to the 
cook and dressed for the cook's own dinner. Wine and 
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small beer were drunk during this second course; and 
when the Colonel called for beer, he called the butler, 
Friend, and asked whether the beer was good. Various 
jocular remarks passed from the gentlefolks to tiie serv- 
ants ; at breakfast several persons had a word and a joke 
for Mrs. Betty, my lady's maid, who warmed the cream 
and had charge of the canister (the tea cost thirty shillings 
a pound in those days). When my Lady Sparkish sent 
her footman out to my Lady Match to come at six o'clock 
and play at quadrille, her ladyship warned the man to fol- 
low his nose, and if he fell by the way not to stay to get 
up again. And when the gentlemen asked the hall-porter 
if his lady was at home, that functionary replied , with man- 
ly waggishness, " She was at home just now, but ^he's not 
gone out yet." 

After the puddings, sweet and black, the fritters and 
soup, came the third course, of which the chief dish was 
a hot venison pa^ty, which Was put before Lord Smart, and 
carved by that nobleman. Besides the paaty, there was a 
hare, a rabbit, some pigeons, partridges, a goose, and a hart)* 
Beer and wine were freely imbibed during this course, 
the gentlemen always pledging somebody with every glass 
whioh they drank ; and by this time the conversation be- 
tween Tom Neverout and Miss Notable had grown so brisk 
and lively, tiiat the Derbyshire baronet began to think the 
young gentlewoman was Tom's sweetheart ; on which Misb 
remarked, that she loved Tom f< like pie." After the goose, 
some of the gentlemen took a dram of brandy, which '< was 
very good for the wholesomes," Sir John said ; and now 
having had a tolerably substantial 'clinner^ honest Lord 
Smart bade the butler bring up the great tankard full of 
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October to Sir John. The great tainkatd was pair^ from 
hand to haod and mouth to mouth, but when pr-^jcsed by 
the noble host upon tie gallant Tom Neverout, he said, 
" No faith, my lord, I like your wine, and woi.t put a 
churl upon a gentleman. Your honour's claret is good 
enough for me.'^ And so, tiie dinner over, the 1 out said, 
" Hang saving, bring Us up a ha'porth of cheese/' 

The cloth was now taken away^ and a bottle of Fargun- 
dy wias set down, of which the ladies were invited to par- 
take before they went to their tea. When they withdrew 
the gentlemen promised to join thetn in an hour ; fresh 
bottles were brought, the " dead men," meaning the empty 
bottles, removed; and "d'you hear, John? bring clean 
glasses," my Lord Smart said. On which the gallant Col- 
onel Alwit said, " I'll keep my glass ; for wine is the best 
liquor to wash glasses in." 

After an hour the gentlemen joined the ladies^ and there 
they all sate and played quadrille until three o'clock in the 
morning, when the chairs and the flambeaux came, and 
tiiis noble company went to bed. 

Such were ihannera six or seven score years ago. I tlraw 
no inference from this queer pictare — ^let all moralists here 
present deduce i^eir own. Fancy the moral condition of 
tiiat society iii "which a lady of fashion joked with a foot- 
man, and carved a great shoulder of veal, and provided 
besides a. sirloin, a goose, hare, rabbit, chickens, partridges, 
black-puddings, and a ham for a dinner for eight Christians 
What^— what could have been the condition of that polite 
world in which people openly ate goose after almond pud- 
ding, and took their soup in the middle of dinner ? Fancy 
a oolonel in the G-uards putting his hand into a diih of 
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beignet d^abricot^ and helping his neighbour, a young lady 
du monde ! Fancy a noble lord calling out to the servants, 
before the ladies at his table, '^Hang expense, bring us a 
ha'porth of cheese !" Such were tiie ladies of Saint James's 
—such were the frequenters of White's Chocolate House, 
when Swift used to visit it, and Steele described it as the 
centre of pleasure, gallantry, and entertainment, a hundred 
and forty years ago ! 

Dennis, who ran a muck at the literary society of his 
day, falls foul of poor Steele, and thus depicts him, — " Sir 
John Edgar, of the County of — '- — in Ireland is of a mid- 
dle stature, broad shoulders, ^ck legs, a shape like the 
picture of somebody over a farmer's chimney — a short 
chin, a short nose, a short forehead, a broad flat face, and 
a dusky countenance. Yet with such a fieice and such a 
shape, he discovered ^t sixty that he took himself for a 
beauty, and appeared to be more mortified at being told 
that he was ugly, than he was by any reflection made 
upon his honour or understanding. 

^< He is a gentleman born, witness himself, of vefy hon- 
ourable family ; certainly of a very ancient one, for his 
ancestors flourished in Tipperary long before the English 
ever set foot in Ireland. He has testimony of thb more 
authentic than the Heralds' Office, or any human testi- 
mony. For God has marked him more abundantly than 
he did Cain, and stamped his native country on his face, 
his understanding, his writings, his actions, his passions, 
and above all his vanity. The Hibernian brogue is still 
upon all these, though long habit and length of days have 
worn it off" his tongue."* 

> Steel* replied to Denme in an " Answer to a Whinuicia Pamphlet, called the 
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Although this portrait is the work of a man who waa 
neither the friend of Steele, nor of any other man alive ; 
yet there is a dreadful resemblance to the original, in the 
savage and exaggerated traits of the caricature, and every 
body who knows him must recognise Dick Steele. Dick set 
about almost all the undertakings of his life with inade- 
quate means, and, as he took and furnished a house with 
the most generous intentions towards his friends, the most 
tender gallantry towards his wife, and with tiiis only draw- 

Chvacter of Sir John Edgar." What Steele had to say against the cross-grained 
old Critic discovers a great deal of humonr: 

" Thou never did'st let the sun into thy garret, for fear he should bring a bailiff 

along with him 

' " Your years are about sixty-five, an ugly vinegar face, that if you had any com- 
mand you would be obeyed out of fear, from your ill-nature pictured there ; not from 
any other motive. Your height is about some five feet five inches. You see I can 
give your exact measure as well as if I had taken your dimension with a good cod- 
gel, which I promise you to do as soon as ever I have the good fortune to mdet 
you 

"Your doughty pauncb stands before you like a firkin of butter, and your duck- 
leg! seem to be cast for carrying burdens. 

"Thy works are libels upon others, and satires upon thyself; and while they 
bark at men of sense call hitn knave and fool that wrote them. Thou hast a great 
antipathy to thy own species ; and hatest the sight of a fool^ but in thy glass.'' 

Steele had been kind to Dennis, and once got arrested on account of a pecui|iaiy 
service which he did him. When John heai^ of the fact — " S'death !" cries John ; 
" why did not he keep out of the way as I did ?" 

The " Answer" concludes by mentioning that Gibber had offered Ten Pounds for 
the discovery of the authorship of Dennis's pamphlet ; on which, says Steele — 

** I am only sorry he has offered so much, because the twentieth part would have 
over-valued his whole carcase. But I know the fellow that he keeps to give an* 
twers to his creditors will betray him ; for he gave me his word to bring officers on 
the top of the house that should make a hole through the ceiling of his garret, and 
so bring him to the punishment he deserves. Some people think this expedient out 
of the way, and that he would make ha escape upon hearing the least noise. I say 
so too ; but it takes him up half an hour every night to fbrtify hirtiself with his old 
hair trunk, two or three joint stools, and some other lumber, which he ties togethei 
with coids so fast that it takes him up the same time in the ntomihg to release him 
•elf." 
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baok, that he had not wherewithal to pay the rent when 
Quarter-day came, — ^so, in his life he proposed to himself 
the most magnificent schemes of virtue, forbearance, pub- 
lic and private good, and the advancement of his own and 
tiie national religion ;. but when he had to pay for these 
articles — so diflScult to purchase and so costly to maintain 
— poor Dick's money was not forthcoming: and when Vir- 
, tue called with her little bill, Dick made a shuffling excuse 
that he could not see her that morning, having a headache 
from being tipsy over night ; or when stern Duty rapped 
at the door with his account, Dick was absent and not 
ready to pay. He was shirking at the tavern ; or had some 
particular business (of somebody's else) at the ordinary ; or 
he was in hiding, or worse than in hiding, in the lock-up 
house. What a situation for a man !— ^for a philanthropist 
— ^for a lover of right and truth — for a magnificent designer 
and schemer ! Not to dare to look in the face the Religion 
which he adored and which he had offended : to have to 
shirk down back lanes and alleys, so as to avoid the friend 
whom he loved and who had trusted him — ^to have the 
house which he had intended for his wife, whom he loved 
passionately, and for her ladyship's company which ho 
wished to entertain splendidly, in the possession of a bailiff's . 
man, with a crowd of little creditors, — grocers, butchers, 
and small'Coal men, lingering round the door with their 
bills and jeering at him. Alas! for poor Dick Steele! 
For nobody else of course. There is no man or woman in 
our time wIiq makes fine projects and gives them up from 
idleness or want of means. When Duty calls upon usy we 
no doubt are always at home and ready to pay tiiat grim 
tax-gatherer When we are stricken with remorse and 
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promise reform, we keep our promise, and are never angry, 
or idle, or extravagant any more. There are no chambers 
in our hearts, destined for family friends and affections, 
and now occupied by some Sin's emissary and bailiff in 
possession. There are no little sins, shabby peccadilloes, 
importunate remembrances, or disappointed holders of our 
promises to reform, hovering at our steps, ot knocking at 
our door ! Of course not. We are living in the nineteenth 
century, and Poor Dick Steele stumbled and got up againy 
and got into jail and out again, and sinned and repented ; 
and loved and suffered ; .and lived and died scores of yeara 
ago. Peace be with him! Let us think gently of one 
who was so gentle : let us speak kindly of one whose own 
breast exuberated with human kindness. 
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LECTURE THE FOURTH. 

PRIOR, GAY, AND POPE. 

Matthew Prior was one of those famous and laofcy 
wits of the auspicious reign of Queen Anne, whose name 
it behoves us not to pass over. Mat was a world-philoso- 
phfer of no small genius, good-nature, and acumen.* He 

* Gay calls him—" Dear Prior .... beloved by every muse." — Mr. Pope^s 
Welcome from. Greece. 

Swift and Prior were very intimate, and he is frequently mentioned in the 
" Journal to Stella." " Mr. Prior/* says Swift, " walks to make himself fat, and I 
to keep myself down. .... We often walk round the park together." 

In Swift's works there is a curious tract called ^* Remarks oh the Characters of 
the Court of Queen Anne" [Scott's edition, voL xii.] The " Remaiks" are not by 
the Dean ; but at the end of each is an addition in italics from his hand, and these 
are always characteristic. Thus, to the Duke of Marlborough, he adds. ' Detestabfy 
CovetotiSt" &c. Prior is thus noticed— 

" Matthew Pbzos, Esq., Commissioner of Trade. 

** On the Queen's accession to the throne, he was continued in his office ; is very 
well at court with the ministry, and is an entire creature of my Lord Jersey's, 
whom he supports by his advice ; is one of the best poets in England, but very fac- 
tious in conversation. A thin,,hollow-looked man, turned of 40 years dd. 7%it w 
near the truth." 

" Yet counting as far as to fifty his years. 

His virtues and vices were as other men's are, 
High hopes he conceived and he smothered great fears, 
In a life party-coloured — ^half pleasure, half care. 

Not to business a drudge, nor to Action a slave. 

Ho strove to make interest and freedom agree ; 
In public employments industrious and grave. 

And ak>ne with his firiends, Lord, how meny was he ! 
Now in equipage stately, nov^ humbly on foot. 

Both fortunes he tried, but to neither would trust ; 
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loved, he drank, he sang. He describes himself, in one of 
his lyrics, ^' in a little Dutch chaise on a Saturday night ; 
on his left hand his Horace, and a friend on his right," 
going out of town from the Hague to pass that evening and 
tile ensuing Sunday, boozing at a Spiel-haus with his com- 
panions, perhaps bobbing for perch in a Dutch canal, and 
noting dpwn, in a strain and with a grace not unworthy of 
his Epicurean master, the charms of his idleness, his re- 
treat, and his Batavian Chloe. A vintner's son in White- 
hall, and a distingubhed pupil of Busby of the Rod, Prior 
attracted some notice by writing verses at St. John's Col- 
lege, Cambridge, and, coming up to town, aided Montague* 
in an attack on the noble old English lion John Dryden, 
in ridicule of whose work, " The Hind and the Panther," he 
brought out that remarkable and famous burlesque, ^ The 
Town and Country Mouse." Are not you all acquainted 
with it? Have you not all got it by heart? What! 
have you never hesird of it ? See what fame is made of! 
The wonderful part of the satire was, that, as a natural 
consequence of "The Town and Country Mouse," Mat- 
thew Prior was made Secretary of Embassy at the Hague ! 
I believe it is dancing, rather than singing, which distin- 
guishes the young English diplomatists of the present day ;. 
and have seen them in various parts perform that part of 

And whirled in the round as the wheel turned about, 
He found riches had wings, and knew man was but dust.** 

Prxob's Poems, [For my own monument.] 
1 (« They joined to produce a parody, entitled the * Town and Countiy Mouse/ 
part of which Mr. Bayes is supposed to gratify his old friends Smart and Johnson 
by repeating to them. The piece is therefore founded upon the twice-told jest oi 
die * RehearaaL' . . . There is nothing new or original in the idea. ... In this 
piece, Prior, though the younger man, seems to We had by far the largest share. 
— Soott's Dryden, toL i. p. ,330. 
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their duty very finely. In Prior's time it appears a dif- 
ferent accomplishment led to preferment. Could yoa 
write a copy of Alcaics ? that was the qiiestiott. Could 
you turn out a neat epigram or two ? Could you compose 
" The Town and Country Mouse ?'^ It is manifest tiiat, 
by the possession of this faculty, the most difficult treaties, 
the laws of foreign nations, and the interests of our own, 
are easily understood. Prior rose in the diplomatic serv- 
ice, and said good things that proved his sense and his 
spirit. When the apartments at Versailles were shown to 
him, with the victories of Louis XIV. painted on the walls, 
and Prior was asked whether the palace of the king of 
England had any such decorations, " The monuments of my 
master's actions," Mat said,of William, whona he cordially 
revered, "are to be seen everywhere except in his own 
house." Bravo, Mat ! Prior rose to be full ambassador at 
Paris,* where he somehow was cheated out of his ambas- 
sadorial plate ; and in a heroic porm, addressed by him to 
her late lamented majesty Queen Anne, Mat makes some 
magnificent allusions to these dishes and spoons, of which 
Fate had deprived him. All that he wants, he says, is h«r 
Majesty's picture ; without that he cannot he happy. 

" 'Hieci gracious Anne, thee present I adore : 
The 3, Queen of Peace, if Time and Fate hare power 

^ '* He was to have been in the same commission with the Duke of Shrewsbuiy, 

but that that noLlecian," says Johnson, " refused to be associated with one so 

meanly bom. Prior therefore continued to act without a title till the Duke's return 

next year to Er gland, and then he assumed the style and dignity of ambassador.*' 

He had beer, thinking of slights of this sort woen he wrote his Epitaph : — 

** Nobles and heralds by your leave. 

Here lies what once was Matthew Prior, 
The son of Adam and of Eve ; 

Can Bourbon or Nassau claim higher?*' 
But, in this ease, the old prejudice got the better of the old joke. 
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Higher to raise the glories of thy reign, 
In words sublimer and a nobler strain. 
May future bards the mighty theme rehearse, 
Here, Stator Jove, and I^bcebus, king of VersOy 
The votive tablet I suspend.'* 

With that word the poem dtops ahruptly. The votive 
tablet is suspended for ever like Mahomet's coffin. News 
came that the Queen was dead. Stator Jove, and PhcebaSy 
king of verse, were left there, hovering to this day, over 
the votive tablet. The picture was never got any more than 
the spoons and dishes — ^the inspiration ceased— 4he verses 
were not wanted — iha ambassador was not wanted. Poor 
Mat was re-called from his eitibassy, suffered disgrace along 
with his patrons, lived under a sort of cloud ever after, and 
disappeared in Essex. When deprived of all his pensions 
and emoluments, the hearty and generous Oxford pen- 
sioned him. They played for gallant stakes — ^the bold 
men of those days — and lived and gave splendidly. 

Johnson quotes from Spence a legend, that Prior, jifter 
spending an evening with Harley, St. John, Pope, and 
Swift, would gb off and smoke a pipe with a couple of 
friends of his^ a soldier and his wife, in Long Acre. Those 
who have not read his late excellency's ppems should be 
warned that they smack not a little of the conversation of 
his Long Acre friends. Johnson sp^ks slightingly of his 
lyrics; but with due deference to the great Samuel, Prior's 
seem to me amongst the easiest, the richest, the most 
charmingly humourous of English lyrical poems.^ Horace 

^ Hii epigrams have the genuine sparkle : 

The Rbmbdt wobib than t^b Disbasb. 
** I sent for Radcliff ; was so ill. 
That other doctoxt fare me over : 
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is always in his mind, and his song, and his philosophyi 
his good sense, his hsqppy easy turns and melody, his loyes, 
and his epicureanism, bear a great resemblance to that 
most delightful and accomplished master. In reading his 
works, one is struck with their modern air, as well as by 
their happy similarity to the songs of the charming owner 
of the Sabine farm. In his verses addressed to Halifax, 
he says, writing of that endless theme to poets, the vanity 
of human wishes — 

** So when: in fevered dreams we sink, 
And, waking, taste wkat we desire. 
The real draught but feeds the fire, 
The dream is better than the drink. 
** Onr hopes like towering falcons aim 
At objects in an airy height : 
To stand aloof and view the flight, 
Is all the pleasure of the game." 



He felt my pulse, prescribed a pill. 
And I was Hkely to recover. 

** But when the yfit began to wheeze. 
And wine had warmed the politician. 
Cured yesterdigr of my disease. 
Idled last night of my physician.** " 



" Yes, every poet is a fool ; 

By demonstration Ned can show it ; 
Hi^py could Ned*s inverted rule 
Prove every fool to be a poet." 



*' On his death-bed poor Lubin lies, 
His spouse is in despair ; 
With frequent sobs and mutual sighs, 
They both express their care. 

** A different cause, says Parson Sly, 
The same effect may give ; 
Poor Lubin fears that he shall die, 
His wile that ht may live." 
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Would not you fancy that a poet of our own days was 
Binging ? and, in the verses of Chloe weeping and reproach- 
ing him for his inconstancy, where he says — 

- • The God of us verse-men, you know, child, the Sun, 
How after his journey, he set up his rest. 
If at morning o'er earth *tis his fancy to run, 
At night he declines on his Thetis's breast. 
*' So, when I am wearied with wandering all day, 
To thee, my delist, in the evening I come : 
No matter what beauties I saw in my way ; 
They were but my visits, but thou art my home ' 
** Thtti finish, dear Cloe, this pastoral war. 
And leit us like Horace and Lydia agree ; 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a poet sublkner than me.'' 

If Prior read Horace, did not Thomas Moore study Prior? 
Love and Pleasure find singers in all days. Roses are al- 
ways blowing and fading — ^to-day as in that pretty time 
when Prior sang of them, and of Chloe lamenting their de* 
cay — 

" She sighed, she smiled, and to the flowers 
Pointing, the lovely moralist said ; 
See, friend, in some few leisure hours, 
See yonder what a change is made ! 
^ ** Ah, me ! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of Beauty are but ond : 
At mom both flourished bright and gay. 
Both fade at evening, pale and gone. 

" At dawn poor Stella danced and sung. 
The amorous youth around her bowed,- 
At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
I saw, and kissed her in her shroud. 
** Such as she is who died to-day. 
Such I, alas, inay be to-monrow : 
Go, Damon, bid the Muse display 
The justice of thy Cloe's sorrow." 

Damon's knell was rung in 1721. May his turf lie 
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■ ■ i ' ■ ' " 

lightly on him ! Deus sit propitius huic potcUori^ as Wal* 
ter de Maped sang.' Perhaps Samuel Johnson, who spoke 



' PBIOB TO SIR THOMAS HAMMER. 

" Aug. i, 1709; 

" Dear Sir, 

" Friendship rosy live, I grant you, without being fed and cherished by cor. 
respondence ;^but with that additional benefit I am of opinion it will look more 
cheerful and thrive better : ibr in this case, as in love, though a man is sure of his 
own constancy, yet his happiness depends a good deal upon the sentiments of an 
other, au«l while you and Chloe are alive, 'tis not enough that I love you both ex- 
cept I am sure you both love me again ; and as one of her scrawls fortifies my mind 
more against affliction than all Epictetus, with.Simpllcius's obrareents into the bar- 
gain, so your single letter gave me more real pleasure than all the works of Plato. 

I must return my answer to your very kind question concerning my health. 

The Bath waters have done a good deal towards the recovery of it, and the great 
specific, Cape Cabolhan^ will, I think, confirm it. Upon this head I must teH you 
that my mare Betty grows blind, and may one day, by breaking my neck, perfect 
my cure : if at Rixham fair any pretty nagg that is between thirteen and fourteen 
hands presented himself, and you would be pleased to purchase him for me, one of ' 
your servants might ride him to Euston, and I might receive him there. This, sir, 
is just as such a thing happens. If you hear, too, of a Welch widow^ with a good 
joincture, that has her gomg$ and is not very skittish, pray be pleased to cast youi 
eye on her for me, too. You see, sir, the great trust I repose in your skill and hon 

Qur, when I dare put two such conmiissions In your hand. "— 2%« Hanma 

CorrtspmuUnes, p. 126. 

FROM MR. prior. 

" Paria, Ut^l2th May^ 1714. 
"Mt IUU.R Lord and Friend, 

" Matthew never had so great occasion to write a word to Henry as now : it 
is noised here that I am soon to return. The question that I wish I could answei 
to the many that ask, and to our friend Colbert de Torcy (to whom I made yoiu 
compliments in the manner you commanded) is, what is done for me ; and to what 
[ am recalled 7 It may took like a bagatelle what is to become of a philosopher like 
me ? but it is not such : what is to become of a person who had the honour to be 
chosen, and sent hither as intrusted, in the midst of a war, with what the queen de- 
signed should make the peace ; returning with the Lord Bolingbroke, one of the 
greatest men in England, and of the finest heads in ^urope (as th«y say here, if 
true or not, iCimporU) ; having been left by him in the greatest character (that of 
Her Majesty's Plenipoteptiary), exercising that power conjointly with the Duke of 
Shrewsbury, and solely after his departure ; having here received more distinguished 
iMnour than any minister, except an Ambassador, eter did, and some which wera 
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slightingly of Prior's verses, enjoyed them more than he 
was willing to own. The old moralist had studied them 



never given to any, but who had that character ; having "had all the Success that 
could be expected, having (God be thanked 1)- spared no pains, at a time when at 
homv the peace is vojted safe and honourable— ^at a time when the Earl of Oxford 
is Lord Treasurer and Lorcl Bolingbroke First Secretary of State ? This unfor* 
tunate person, I say, neglect^, forgot, unnamed to anything that biay speak the 
queen satisfied with his services, or his friends concerned as to his fortune. 

" Mr. de Torcy put me quite out of countenance, the other day, by a pity that 
wounded me deeper than ever did the cruelty of the late Lord Godolphin. He said 
he would write to Robin and Harry about me. Grod forbid, my lord, that I should 
need any foreign intercession, or owe the least to any Frenchman living, besides 
the decency of behaviour and the returns of common civility. Some say I am to 
go to Baden, others that I am to be added to the Commissioners fc^ settling the 
commercie. In all cases I am^ready, but in the mean time, die aliqvid de tribus ca- 
pellis. Neither of these two are, I presume, honours or rewards ; neither of them 
(let me say to my dear Lord Bolingbroke, and let him not be angry with me), artf 
what Drift may aspire to, and what Mr. Whifiworth, who was hi* fellow clerk, has 
or may possess. I am /ar from desiring to lesisen the great merit of the gentleman 
I named, for I heartily estoem andlove him ; but in this trade of ours, my Lord, in 
which you are the general, as in that of the soldiery, ^ere is a certain right ac- 
quired bjTtime and long service. You would do anything for your Queen's service, 
but you would not be contented to descend, and be degraded to a charge, no vray 
proportioned to that of Secretary of State, any more than Mr. Ross, though he 
would charge a party with a halbard in his hand, woufd be content all his life after 
to be Serjeant. Was my Lord Dartmouth, from Secretary, returned again to be 
Commissioner of Trade, or from Secretary of War, would Frank Gwin tkink liim- 
self kindly used to be returned again to be Commissioner 7 In short, my lord, you 
have put me above myself, and if I am to return to myself, I shall return to some- 
thing very discontented and uneasy. I am sure, my lord, 3rou will make the best 
use you can of this hint for my good. If I am to have anjrthing it will certainly be 
for Her Majesty's servibe, and the credit of my friends in the Ministry, that it be 
done before I am recalled from home, lest the world may think either that I have 
merited to be disgraced, or that ye dare not stand by me. If nothing is to be done, 
fiat vohmtas Dei. I have writ to Lord Treasurer upon this subject, and having im- 
plored your kind intercession, I promise you it is the last remonstrance of this kind 
that I win ever jndie. Adieu, my lord ; all honour, health, ^d pleasure to you. 

" Yours ever, " Matt. 

"P.S. Lady Jersey is just gone from me. We drank your healths together in 
Usquebaugh after our tea^ we are the greatest friends alive. Once more adieu. 
There is no such thing as the * Book of Travels' you mentioned ; if there ^t }0 

G- 
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as well as Mr. Thomas Moore, and defended them, and 
showed that he remembered them very well too, on an po- 
oasion when their morality was called in question by that 
noted Puritan, James Boswelly Esq., of Auchinleck.* 

In the great society of the wits, John Q-ay deserved to be 
a favourite, and to have a good place.' In his set all were 
fond of him. His success offended nobody. He missed a 
fortune once or twice. He was talked of for court favour, 
and hoped to win it ; but the court favour jilted him. 
Craggs gave him some South Sea Stock ; and at one time 



friend Tilson send us more particular account of them, for neither I nor Jacob 
Tonson can find them. Pray send Barton h%ck to me, I hope with some comfort- 
able tidings." — Bolinghroke^g Letters. 

^ *' I asked whether Prior's Poems were to be printed entire ; Johnson said l^ey 
were. 1 mentioned Lord Hales' censure of Prior in his preface to a collection oi 
sacred poems, by various hands, published by him at Edinburgh a great many years 
ago, where he mentions * these impure tales, which will be the ^eternal opprobrium 
of their ingenious author.' Johnson : * Sir, Lord Hales has forgot. There is noth- 
ing in Prior that will excite to lewdness. If Lord Hales thinks there is^ he must 
be more combustible than other people.' I instanced the tale of * Paulo Purganti 
and his wife.* Johnson : * Sir, there is nothing there but that his wife wanted to 
be kissed, when poor Paulo was out of pocket. No sir, Prior is a lady's book. No 
lady is ashamed to have it standing; in her library.' " — Bossffi&iAj a Life- of Johnson, 
- 3 Q^y y,^j^ of an old Devonshire family, biU his pecuniary prospects not being 
great, was placed in his youth in the house of a silk mercer in London. He was 
born in J688 — Pope's year, and in 1712 the Duchess of Monmouth made him her 
secretary. Next year he published his "Rural Sports," which he dedicated to 
Pope, and so made an acquaintance, which became a memorable friendship. 

" Gay," says Pope, "was quite a natural man, — ^wholly without art or design, 
and spoke just what he thought and as he thought it. He dangled for twenty years 
about a court, and at laat was offered to be made usher to the young princess. 
Secretary Craggs i^ade Gay a present of stock in the South Sea year ; and he was 
once worth 20,000^, but lost it all again. Hq got about 500/. by the first Beggar's 
OperUf and 1100/. or 1200/. by the se* ond. He was negligent and a bad manager 
Latterly, the Duke of Queensberry took his money into his keeping, and let him 
only have what was necessary out of it, and, as he lived with them, he could not 
have occasion for much. He died worth upwards of 30001^— Pope {Spencers 
Anecdotes). 
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Gay had very nearly made his fortune. But Fortune shook 
her swift wings and jilte?l him toa: and so his friends, in- 
stead of being angry with him, and jealous of him, were 
kind and fond of honest Gay. In the portraits of the lit- 
erary worthies of the early part of the last century, Gray's 
face is the pleasantest perhaps of all. It appears adorned 
with neither periwig norjiight-cap (the full dreSs and neg^ 
lig^e of learning, without which the painters, of those days 
scarcely ever pourtrayed wits), and he laughs at you over 
his shoulder with an honest boyish glee — ^an artless sweet 
humour. He was so kind, so gentle, so jocular, so delight- 
fully brisk at times, so dismally woe-begone at others, such 
a natural good-creature, that the Giants loved him. The 
great Swift was gentle and sportive with him,* as the enor- 
mous Brobdignag maids of honour were with little Gulli- 
ver. He could frisk and fondle round Pope,* and sport, and 
bark^ and caper without offending the most thin-skinned 



^ " Mr. Gay is, in all regards, as honest and sincere a maa as ever I knsw."— 
Bwirr, to Lady Betty Oermaine, Jan. 1733. 

a u Qf manners gentle, of affections mild ; 
In wit a man ; simplicity, a child ; 
With native humour tem'pring virtuous nge, 
Form'd to delight at once and lash the age ; 
Above temptation in a low estate. 
And uncorrupted e'en among the great : 
A safe companion, and an easy friend, 
(Ji^lamed through life, lamented in the end. 
These are thy honours ! not that here thy bust 
Is mixM with heroes,^ or with kings thy dust ; 
But that the worthy and the good shall say. 
Striking their pensive bosoms, * Here lies Gay.' " 

Pope's Epitaph on GKsy. 
•* A hare who, in a civil way, 
CSomply'd with everything, like Gay." 

Fabletf ** Tlie Hare and many FriondtJ* 
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of poets and men ; and when he was jilted in that little 
court affair of which we have spoken, his warm-hearted 
patrons the Duke and Duchess of Queensberry* (the * Batty, 

* " I can gire no account of Gay," says Pope, cuiionsly, ** since he was raffled 
for, and won back by his Duchess."— TViw**, Rotcoe^s Ed., vol. ix. p. 392. 

Heve is the letter Pope wrote to him when the death of Queen Anne brought 
back Lord Clarendon from Hanover, and lost him the Secretaryship of that noble- 
man, of which he had had but a short tenure. 

Gay*s court prospects were never happy frpm tLis time. — His dedication of the 
** Shepherd's Week" to BolingbrdLe, Swift used to call the " original Jiin," which 
had hurt him with the house of Hanover. 

" Sept. 23, 1714. 

" DiAE Mm. Gay,— 

" Welcome to your native soil ! welcome to your friends ! thrice welcome to 
me ! whether returned in glory, blest with court interestj the love^and familiarity of 
the great, and filled with agreeable hopes ; or melancholy with dejection, contem-. 
plative of the changes of fortune, and doubtful for the future; whether returned a 
triumphant Whig or a depending Tory, equally all hail ! equally beloved and wel- 
come to me ! If happy, I am to partake of your elevation ; if unhappy, you have 
still a warm comer in my heart, and a retreat at Benfield in the worst of times at 
your service. If you are a Toiy, or thought so by any man, I know it can proceed 
from nothing but your gratitude to a few people who endeavoured to serve you, and 
whose politics were never your concern. If you are a Whig, as I rather hope, and 
as I think your principles and mine (as brother poets) had ever a bias to the side 
of liberty, I know you will be an honest man and an inoffensive one. Upon the 
whole, I know you are incapable of being so much of either party as to be good for 
nothing. Therefore, o^ce more, whatever you are or in whatever state you are, all 
haU! , ^ 

" One or two of your own friends complained thejr had nothing from you since 
the Queen's death; I told them no man living loved Mr. Gay better thanl, yet 1 
had not once written to him in all his voyage. This I thought a convincing proof, 
but truly one may be a friend to another without telling him m every month. But 
they had reasons, too, themselves to. allege in your e^ccuse, as men who really 
value one another will never want such as make their friends and themselves easy. 
The late universal concern in public affairs threw us all into a hurry of spirits : 
even I; who am more a philosopher than to expect anything from any reign, was 
borne away with the current, and full of the expectation of the successor. During 
your journeys, I knew not whither to aim a letter aft^r you ; that was a sort of 
shooting flying : add to this the demand Homer had upon me, to write fif>y verses 
a day, besides learned notes, all of which are at a conclusion for this year. Rejoice 
with me, O my friend ! that my labour is over ; come and make meny with me in 
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beautiful and young,' of Prior) pleaded hb cause with in- 
dignation, and , quitted the court in a huff, carrying off 
with them into their retirement their kind, gentle, protege. 
With these kind, lordly folks, a real Duke and Duchess, as 
delightful as those who harboured Don Q^uixotte, and loved 
the dear old Sancho, Q-ay lived, and was lapped in cotton, 
and had his plato of chicken, and his saucer of cream, and 
frisked, and barked, and wheezed, and grew fat, and so 
ended.* He became very melancholy, and lazy, sadly 
plethoric, and only occasionally diverting in his latter days. 
But everybody loved him, and the remembrance of his pret- 
ty little tricks ; and the raging old Dean of St. Patrick's, 



much feastifig. We will feed among the lilies (by the lilies I mean the ladiefs). 
Are not the Rosalindas of Britain as charming as the Blousalindas of the Hague T 
or hare the two great Pastoral poets of our own nation renounced love at the same 
time ? for PhiHips, unnatural Phillips, hath deserted it, yea, and in a rustic manner 
kicked his Rosalind. Dr. Pamell and I hare been inseparable ever since you went. 
We are now at the Bath, where, (jf you are not, as I heartily hope, better engaged) 
3rour company would be the greatest pleasure to us in the world. Talk not of ex^ 
penses : Homer shall support his children. I beg a line from yon, directed to the 
Post-house in Bath. Poor Pamell is in m ill state of health. 

** Pardon me if I add a word of advice in the poetical way. Write something on 
the king, or prince,, or princess. On whatsoever foot you may be with the coifrt, 
this can do no harm. I shall never know where to end, and am confi>nnded in the 
many things I have to say to you, though they all amount but to this, that I am en* 

tirely, as ever, 

"Your,"&c. 

Gay took the advice <* in the poetical way,** and published ** An Epistle to a Lady, 
occasioned by the arrival of her Royal Highness the Princess of Wales.** But, 
though this brought him access to Court, and the attendance of the Prince and 
Princess at his farce of the " What d*ye call it,** it did not bring him a place. On 
the accession of George U., he was offered the situation of Gentleman Usher to the 
Princess Louisa (her Highness being then two years old) ; but ** by this offer.** 
says Johnson, " he thought himself insulted.** ^ 

* ** Gay was a great eater. — As the French philosopher used to prove his exist- 
•nee by Mfito, ergo ftcM, the greatest proof of Gay*i existence is, edit, ergo eat" 
CoMaRiTX, m a Letter to Pope {Spenee'a Aneedetee), 
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chafing in his banishment, was afraid to open the letter 
\f hich Pope wrote him, announcing the sad news of the 
death of Gay.' 

Swift's letters to him are beautiful ; and having no pur- 
pose but kindness in writing to him, no party aim to advo- 
cate, or slight or anger to wreak, every word the Bean s^s 
to his favourite is natural, trustworthy, and kindly. His 
admiration for Gtiy's parts and honesty, and his laughter at 
his weaknesses, were alike just and genuine. He paints 
his character in wonderful pleasant traits of jocular satire. 
" I writ lately to Mr. Pope,'' Swift says, writing to Q-ay ; 
^'I wish you had a little villakin in his neighbourhood; 
but you are yet too volatile, and ^ ny lady with a coach and 
six horses would carry you to Japan." "If your ramble," 
says Swift, in another letter, " was on horseback, I am glad 
of it, on account of your health ; but I know your arts of 
packing up a journey between stage-coaches and friends' 
coaches — ^for you are as arrant a cockney as any hosier in 
Cheapside. I have often had it in my head to put it into 
yours, that you ought to have some great work in scheme. 



* Swift indorsed the letter—" Oa my dear friend Mr. Oay*s death ; received 
Dec 15, but not read till the 20th, by an impulse foreboding some misfortune.'* 

"It was by Swift's interest that Gay was made known to Lord BoUngbroke, and 
obtained bif patronage." — Scott's Stoifi, vol. i. p. 156. 

Vixpe wrote on the occasion of Oay's death, to Swift, thus : — 

"[Dec. 5, 1732.] 

. . . . " One of the nearest and longest ties I have ever had is broken all on a 
■uddcn by the unfortunate death of poor Mr. Gay. An inflamm^ry fever carried 
him out of this life in three days. .... He asked of you a few hours before when 
in acute torment by the inflammation in his bowels and breast .... His sisters. 

We suppose, will be his heirs, who are two widows Good God ! how ofte.n 

are we to die before we go quite off this stage 7 In eveiy friend we lose a part of 
ourselves, and the best part God keep those we have left ! Few are worth pray* 
ing for, and one's self the least of all." 
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which may take up seven years to finish, besides two or 
three under ones that may add another thousand pounds to 
your stock, and then I shall be in less pain about you. I 
know you can find dinners, but you love twelve-penny 
coaches too well, without C(msidering that the interest of a 
whole thousand pounds brings you but half-a-crown a day :" . 
and then Swift goes off from Gray to pay some grand com- 
pliments to Her Crrace the Duchess, of Queensberry, ia 
whose sunshine Mr. Gray was basking, and in whose ra- 
diance the Dean would have liked to warm himself too. 

But we have G^ay here before ua, in these letters, — ^lazy, 
kindly, uncommonly idle ; rather slovenly, I am afraid ; for 
ever eating and saying good things ; a little, round, French 
abb6 of a man, sleek, soft-handed, and soft-hearted. 

Our object in these lectures is rather to describe the men 
than their works ; or to deal with the latter only in as far 
as they seem to illustrate the character of their writers. 
Mr. Gray's "Fables,^' whi<5h were written to benefit that 
amiable Prince, the Duke of Cumberland, the warrior of 
Dettingen and Culloden, I have not, I own, been able to 
peruse since a period of very early youth ; and it must be 
confessed that they did not effect much benefit upon the 
illustrious young Prince, whose manners they were in- 
tended to mollify, and whose natural ferocity our gentle- 
hearted Satirist perhaps proposed to restrain. But the six 
pastorals called the " Shephierd's Week," and the buslesque 
poem of " Trivia," any man fond of lazy literature will find 
delightful, at the present day, and must read from begin- 
ning to end with pleasure. They are to poetry what 
charming little Dresden china figures are to sculpture: 
graceful, minikin, fantastic; with a certain beauty always 
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accompanying them. The pretty little personages of the 
pastoral, with gold clocks to their stockings, and fresh satin 
ribbons to their crooks apd waistcoats and boddices, dance 
their loves to a minuet-tune played on a bird-organ, ap- 
proach the charmer, or rush from the false one daintily on 
their red-heeled tiptoes, and 3ie of despair or rapture, with 
the most pathetic little grins and ogles ; or repose, simper- 
ing at each other, under an arbour of pea-green crockery ; 
or piping to pretty flocks that have just»been washed with 
the best Naples in a stream of Bergamot. Gray's gay plan 
vseems to me far pleasanter than that of Phillips — ^his rival 
and Pope^s — a j^erious and dreary idyllic cockney ; not that 
G-ay's " Bumkinets and Hobnelias" are a whit more natural 
than the would-be serious characters of the other posture- 
master; but the quality of this true humourist was to laugh 
and make laugh, though always with a secret kindness and 
tenderness, to perform the drollest little antics and capers, 
but always with a certain grace, and to sweet music, — as 
you may have seen a Savoyard boy abroad, with a hurdy- 
gurdy and a monkey, turning over head and heels, or clat- 
tering and pirouetting in a pair of wooden shoes, yet al- 
ways with a look of love flind appeal in his bright eyes, and 
a smile that asks and wins affection and protection. Hap- 
py they who have that sweet gift of nature \ It was this 
which made the great folks and court ladies free and 
frieedly with John Q-ay-— which made Pope and Arbuthnot 
love him — ^which melted the savage heart of Swift when 
he thought of him — ^and drove away, for a moment or two, 
the dark frenzies which obscured the lonely tyrant's brain, 
as he heard Gray's voice with its simple melody and artlesa 
ringing laughter. 
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What used to be said about Rubiai, quHl (wait des 
larmes dans la voix, may be said ef Gray,* and of one 
other humourist of whom we shall have to speak. In al- 
most every ballad of his, however slight ;* in the " Beg« 



^ ** Oay^ like Goldsmith, had a musical talent. ' He cotdd play on the flute/ says 
Malone, *and was, therefore, enabled to adapt so happily some of the airs in the 
Ikggar's Opera.* **-^Nota to Spence. 

« " T*was when the seas were rotiing 
With hollow blasts of wind, 
A damsel lay deploring 

All on a rock reclined. 
Wide o*er the foaming billows 

. She cast a wistful look ; 
Her head was crowned with willows 
That trembled o'er the bzook. 

" * Twelve months are gone and over, 

And nine long tedious days ; 
"Why didst diou, yenturous lover,— 

Why did'st thou trust the seas? 
Cease, cease, thou cruel Ocean^ 

And let my lover rest ; 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion 

To that within my breast ? 

** * The merchant robb*d of pleasure. 

Sees tempests in despair; 
But what'd the loss of treasure 

To losing of my dear ? 
Should 3rou some coast be laid on, 

Where gold and diamonds grow, 
Vou'd find a richer maiden, . 

But none that loves you so. 

" * How can they say that Nature 

Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why thsn beneath the water 

Should hideous rodui romain t 
No eyes the rocks discover 

That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wandering lot er. 

And leave the maid to woepf* 

G2 
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gar^s Opera''' and in its wearisome continuation (where tiie 
verses are to the full as pretty as in the first piece, how- 
ever), there is a peculiar, hinted, pathetic sweetness and 
melody. It charms and melts you. It is indefinable, but 
it exists ; and is the property of John G-ay's and Oliver 
Goldsmith's best verse, as fragrance is of a violet, or firesh- 
ness of a rose. 

Let me read a piece from one of his letters, which is 
so famous that most people here are no doubt familiar. 



" All melancholy lying, 

Thus waird she for her dear ; 
Repay'd each blast with sighing, 

Each billow with a tear ; 
When o*er the white wave stooping, 

His floating coipse she spy^d ; 
Then, like i^ lily drooping, 
She bow*d her head, and died." 

A BaUady/rotn the *'Wkat fyeeaUtL* 
"What can be prettier than Gay's balUid, or rather Swift's, Arbathnot's, Pope's, 
and Gay's, in the * What d'ye call it,' 'T'was when the 9eas were roaring?' I 
hare been well infonned, that they all contributed.''-r^C4nop«r to Unwin, 1783. 

* ** Dr. Swift had been observing once to Mr. Xray, what an odd pretty tert of 
thing a Newgate Pastond might make. Gay was inclined to tiy at such a thing, 
for some time, but afterwards thought it would be better to write a comedy on the 
same plan. This was what gave rise to the * Beggar's C^ra.' He began on it, and 
when he first mentioned it to Swift, the Doctor did not much like th^ project. As 
he earried it on, he showed what he wrote to both of us ; and we now and tl)en 
gave a correction, or a word or two of advice : but it was wholly of his own writ- 
ing. When it was done, neither of us thought it would succeed. We showed it 
to Congreve, who, after reading it over, said, * it would either take greatly or he, 
damned confoundedly.' We were all at the first night of it, in great uncertainty of 
the event; till we were very much encoiltraged by overhearing the Duke of Argyle, 
who sat in the next box to us, say, ' it vnll do— it must do ! — I see it in the eyes of 
them !' This was a good while before the first act was over, and so gave us ease 
soon ; for the Duke [besides his own gopd taste] has a more particular research than 
any one now living, in discovering the taste of the public. He was quite right in 
this as usual ; the good nature of the audience appeared stronger and strongei 
•vtiy act, and ended in a clamour of i^plause." — ^Popb {Spenct^t Aneedotu)* 
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with it, but so delightful that it is always pleasant to 
hear : — 

" I have just passed part of this summer at an old romantic seat of my Lord Har- 
oourt^s, which he lent me. Itoveiiooks a common ha3rfield, wherd, under the shade 
of a haycock, sat two lovers — as constant as ever welre found in romance— beneatjh 
a spreadiug bush. The name of the one (let it sound as it will) was John Hewet; 
of the other, Sarah Drew. John was a well-set man, about five and twenty ; Sarah, 
a brave woman of eighteen. John had for several months borne the labour of the 
day in the same field with Sarah ; when she milked, it was his morning and even- 
ing charge to bring the cows to her pails. Their love was the talk, but not the 
scandal, of the whole neighbourhood, foi^ all they aimed at was the bkimeless pos- 
session of each other in marriage. It was but this very morning that he had ob- 
tained her parents' consent, and it was but till the next week, that they were to 
wait to be happy. Perhaps this very day, in the intervals of their work, they were 
talking of their wedding clothes ; and John was now matching several kinds of pop- 
pies and field-flowers, to ^make her a present of knots for the day. While they 
were thus employed (it was on the last of July), a terrible storm of thundf^r and 
lightning arose, that drove the labourers to what shelter the trees or hedges afforded. 
Sarah, frightened and out of breath, sunk on a haycock ; and John (who never 
separated from her) sat by her side, having raked two or three heaps togeth'^r, to 
secure her. Immediately, there was heard so loud a crash, as if heaven had burst 
asunder. The labourers, all solicitous for each other's safety, called to one another : 
those that were nearest our lovers, hearing no answer, stepped to the place where 
they lay : they first saw a little smoke, and^fter this faithful pair — John, with one 
arm aliout his Sarah's neck, and the other held over her face, as if to screen her 
from the lightning. They were struck dead, and already grown stiff and cold in this 
tender posture. There was no mark or discolouring on their bodies — only that 
Sarah's eyebrow was a little singed, and a small spot between her breasts. They 
were buric^d the next day in one grave !" 

And the proof that this description is delightful and 
beautiful is, that the great Mr. Pope admired it so much 
that he thought proper to steal it and to send it off to a oer^ 
tain lady and wit, with 'vdiom he pretended to be in love 
in those days — my Lord Duke of Kingston's daughter, and 
married to Mr. Wortley Montagu, then his Majesty's Am- 
bassador at Constantinople. 

We are now come to the greatest name on our list — the 
highest among the poets, the highest among the English 
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wits and humourists with whom we have to rank him. 
If the author of the " Dunciad" be not a humourist, if the 
poet of the " Rape of the Look" be not a wit, who de- 
serves to be oalted so ? Besides that brilliant genius, and 
immense fame, for both of which we should respect him, 
men of letters should admire him as being one of the greatest 
literary artists that England has seen. He polished, he 
refined, he thought ; he took thoughts from other works to 
adorn and complete his own ; borrowing an idea or a ca- 
dence from another poet as he would a figure or a simile 
from a flower, or a river, stream, or any object which struck 
him in his walk, or contemplation qf Nature. He began 
to imitate at an early age ;' and taught himself to write 

* "Waller, Spenser, and Dryden were Mr. PopeS great fmvouritet, in the order 
they are named in his first reading, till he was about twelve years oW."— PoPi 
{Spene^ Anecdotes), 

" Mr. Fope*B father (who was an honest merchant and dealt in Hollands, whole- 
sale) was no poet, but he used to set him to make English verses when very young. 
He was pretty difficult in being pleased ; and used often to send him back to new 
turn them. * These are not good rhimes ;* for that was my husband's word foi 
verses."— PoPB*s Mother (Spence). 

" I wrote things. Fm ashamed to say how soon. Part of an Epic Poem when 
about twelve. The scene of it lay at Rhodes, and some of tbie neighbouring isl- 
ands ; and the poem opened under water with a description of the Court of Nep- 
tune."— Popi (Ibid). 

" His perpetual application (alter he set to study, of himself) reduced him in four 
years' time to so bad a state of health, tha(, after trying physicians for a good while 
in vain, he resolved to give way to his distemper ; and sat down calmly in a full 
expectation of death in a short time. Under this thought, he wrote letters to take 
a last farewell of some of his more particular friends, and among the rest one to the 
Abb^ Southcote. The Abb^ was extremely concerned, both for his very ill state 
of health and the resolution he said he had taken. He thought there might yet be 
hope, and went immediately to Dr. Radclifie, with whom he was well acquainted, 
told him Mr. Pope's case, got full directions from him, and carried them down to 
Pope in Windsor Forest. The chief thing the doctor ordered him was to apply leas, 
and to ride every day. The following his adviee soon rastoied him to his health." 
— Popi (Ibid). 



Digitized by 



Google 



PRIOR. GAY, AND POPE. 167 

by copying printed books. Then he passed into the hands 
of the priests, and from his first clerical master, who came 
to him when he was eight years old, he went to a school at 
Twyford, and another school at Hyde Park, at which places 
he unlearned all that he had got from his first instructor, 
A.t twelve years old, he went with his father into Windsor 
Forest, and there learned for ft few months under a fourth 
priest. "And this was all the teaching I ever had," he 
said, " and God knows it extended a very little way." 

When he had done with hi» priests he took to reading 
by himself, for which he had a very great eagerness and 
enthusiasm, especially for poetry. He learned versification 
from Pryden, he said* Iw his youthful poem of "Alcan- 
der," he imitated every poet, Cowley, Milton, Spenser, 
Statins, Homer, Virgil. In a few years he had dipped into 
a great number of the English^ French,^ Italian, Latin, and 
Q-reek poets. " This I did," he says, " without any design 
except to amuse myself ; and got the languages by hunting 
after the stories in the several poets I read, rather than read 
the books to get the languages. I followed everywhere as 
my fancy led me, and was like a boy gathering flowers in 
the fields and v^Foods, just as they fell in his way. These 
five or six years I looked upon aa the happiest in my life." 
Is not here a beautiful holiday picture ? The forest and the 
fairy story-book — ^the boy spelling Ariosto or Virgil under 
the trees, battling with the Cid for the love of Chimene, 
or dreaming of Anpida's garden— ^peaoe and sunshine round 
about — ^the kindest love and tendeipesa waiting for him at 
his quiet home yonder — and G-enius throbbing in his young 
heart, and whispering to him, "You shall be great; you 
shall be famous ; you, too, shall love and sing ; you will 
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sing her so nobly that some kind heart shall forget you are 
weak and ill-formed. Every poet had a love. Fate must 
give one to you too,"— and day by day he walks the forest, 
very likely looking out for that charmer. " They were the 
happiest days of his life," he says, when he was only dream- 
ing of his fame : when he had gained that mistress she was 
no consoler. 

That charmer made her appearance, it would seem, 
about the year 1705, when Pope was seventeen. Letters 

of his are extant, addressed to a certain Lady M , 

whoi^ the youth courted, and to whom he expressed his 
ardour in language, to say no wo&o of it, that is entirely 
pert, odious, and affected. H&^rtca^ted love compositions 
as he had been imitating love poefns just' before— it was a 
sham mistress he courted, and a sham passion, expressed 
as became it. These unlucky letters found their way into 
print years afterwards, and were sold to the congenial Mr. 
Curll. If any of my hearers, as I hope they may, should 
take a fancy to look at Pope's correspondence, let them 
pass over that first part of it ; over, perhaps, almost all 
Pope's letters to women ; in which there is a tone of not 
pleasant gallantry, and, amidst a profusion of compliments 
and politenesses, a something which makes one distrust 
the little pert, prurient bard. There is very little indeed 
to say about his loves,. and that little not edifying. He 
wrote flames and raptures, and elaborate verse and prose 
for Lady Mary Wortley Montagu ; but that passion prob- 
ably came to a climax in an impertinence and was extin- 
guished by a box on the ear, or some such rebuff, and he 
began on a sudden to hate her with a fervour much more 
genuine than that of Us love had been. It was a feeble. 
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pony grimace of love, and paltering with passion. After 
Mr. Pope had sent olF one of his fine compositions to Lady 
Mary, he made a second draft from the rough copy, and 
favoured some other friend with it. He was so charmed 
with the letter of Gray's, that I have just quoted, that he 
had copied that and amended it, and sent it to Lady Mary 
as his own. A gentteman who writes letters a deux fins^ 
and after having poured out his heart to the beloved, serves 
up the same dish rechauffe to a friend, is not very much ' 
in earnest about his loves, however much he may be in his 
piques and vanities whmi his impertinence gets its due. 

But, save that unlucky part of the Pope Correspondence, 
I do not know, in the range of our literature, volumes 
more deUghtful.' You live in them in the finest company 

' MR. POPS TO THE KEY. MR. BROOME, PULHAM, NORFOtE. 

"-Atiy. 29rA, 1730. 

*'PkarSir,~- 

** I intended to write you on thismeUmcholy subject, the death of Mr. Fen- 
ton, before yours- came, but stayed to hare informed myself and you of the circum- 
stances of it. All I hear is, that he felt a gradual decay, though 90 early in life, 
and was declining for fire or six months. It was not, as I apprehended, the gout in 
his stomach, but, I believe, rather a complication first of gross humours, as he was 
naturally corpulent, not dischaiging themselves, as he used no sort of exercise. No 
man better bore the approaches of his dissolution (as I am told), or with less osten- 
tation jrielded up his being. The great modesty which yon know was natural to 
him, and the great contem|)t he had for all sorts of raqity and parade, never ap- 
peared more than in his last moments : he had a conscious satisfaction (no doubt) 
in acting right, in feeling himself honest, true, and unpretending to more than his 
own. So he died as he lived, with that secret, yet sufficient contentment. 

" As to any papers left behind him, I dare say they can be but few ; for this rea- 
son, he never wrote out of vanity, or thought much of the applause of men. I know 
an instance when he did his utmost to conceal his own merit that way ; and if we 
join to this his natural love of ease, I fancy we must expect little of this sort : at 
least, I have heard of none, except some few further remarks on Waller (which his 
cautious integrity made him leave an order to be given to Mr. Tonson)^ and per- 
haps, though it is many years since I saw it, a translation of the first book of * Op 
piaa.' He had begun a tragedy of Dion, but made ^mall progress in^ it. 
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in the world. A little stately, perhapj^ ; a little appreU 
and conscious that they are speaking to whole generations 

*' Aa to his other affairs, he died poor but honest, leaving no debts or legacies, 
except of a few pounds to Mr. Trumball and my lady, in token of respect, grateful- 
ness, and mutual esteem. 

** I shall, with pleasure, take upon me to draw this amiable, quiet, deserving, un* 
pretending, Christian, unphilosophical character in his epitaph. There truth may 
be spoken in a few words ; as for flourish, and oratory, and poetry, I leave them to 
younger and more lively writers, such as love writing for writing sake, and would 
rather show their own fine parts than report the valuable ones of any other man. 
So the elegy I renounce. 

" I condole with you fipm my heai^ on the loss of so worthy a man, and a friend 
to us both. .... 

** Adieu ; let us love his memoiy, and profit by his example. Am very sincerely, 
Hear sir, 

" Your affectionate and real servant.** 

f thb bakl op burlin01d?y. 

•* My Lobd, 

" If your mare could speak she would give you an accouiit of what extraor- 
linary company she had on the road, which, since she cannot do, I v^ill. 

** It was the enterprising Mr. Lintot, the redoubtable rival of Mr. Tonson, who, 
mounted on a stone-horse, overtook me in Windsor Forest. He said he heard I de- 
signed for Oxford, the seat of the Muses, and wopld, as my bookseller, by all means 
accompany me thither. 

" I asked him where he got his horse 7 He answered he got it of his publisher ; 
' for Chat rogue, my printer (said he), disappointed me. I hoped to put him in good 
humour by a treat at the tavern of a brown Mcass^ of rabbits, which cost ten shil* 
lings, with two quarts of wine, besides my conversation. I thought myself cock- 
sure of his horse, which he readily promised me, but said that Mr. Tonson had just 
such another design of going to Cambridge, expecting there the copy of a new kind 
of Horace from Dr. — <— ; and if Mr. Tonson went, he was pre-engaged to attend 
him, being to' have the printing of the said copy. « So, in short, I borrowed this 
stone-horse of my publisher, which he had of Mr. Oldmixon for a debt. He lent 
me, too, the pretty boy you see after me. He wa^ a smutty dog yesterday, and cost 
me more than two hours to Wash the ink off his face ; but the devil is a fair condi- 
tioned devil, and very forward in his catechism. If you have any more bag* he 
shall carry them^* 

" I thought Mr. Lintot*s civility not to be neglected, so gave the boy a small bag 
containmg three shirts and an £lzevir Virgil, and, mounting in an instant, pro- 
eeeded on the toad, with my man before, my courteous statioaer beside, and th# 
•fovesaid devil behind. 
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who are listening ; but in the tone of their voices — ^pitphod, 
as no doubt they are, beyond the mere conversation key— 

*' Mr. Lintot began in this manner : ' Now, damn them \ What if they should put 
it into the newspaper how you and I went together to Oxford ? What would 1 
care ? If I should go down into Sussex they would say I was gone to the Speaker ; 
but what of that ? If my son were but big enough to go on with the business, by 
Cr — d, I would keep as good company as old .Jacob/ 

" Hereupon, I inquired of his son. * The lad (says he) has fine parts, but is 
somewhat sickly, much as you are. I spare for nothing in his education at West- 
minster. Pray, don't you think Westntinster to be the best school in £ngland ? 
Most of the late Ministry came out of it ; so did many of this Ministry. I hope the 
boy will make his fortune.* 

" • Don't you design to let him pass a year at Oxford V * To what purpose f 
(said he). The Universities do but make pedants, and I intend to breed him a 
man of business.' 

** As Mr. Lintot was talking I observed he sat uneasy on his saddle, for which I 
expressed some solicitude. * Nothing (says he). I can bear it well enough ; but, 
since we have the day before us, methinks it would be very pleasant for you to rest 
awhile under the woods.* When we were alighted, * See, here, what a mighty 
pretty Horace I have in my pocket ! What, if you amused yourself in turning an 
ode till we mourit again ? Lord 1 if you pleased. What a clever miscellany might 
you make at leisure hours !* * Perhaps I may,* said 1, * if we ride on ; the motion 
is an aid to my fancy ; a round trot very much awakens my spirits ; then jog on 
apace, and 1*11 think as hard as I can.* 

" Silence ensued for a full hour ; after whfch Mr. Lintot lugged the rems, stopped 
short* and broke out, * Well, sir, how far have you gone ?* I answered, seven miles. 
* Z — ds, sir/ said Lintot, * I thought you had done seven stanzas. Olds worth, in a 
ramble round Wirobleton-hill, would translate a whole ode i» half this time. 1*11 
say that for Olds worth [though I lost by his Timothy *s] he translates an ode of Hor- 
ace the quickest of any man iji England. I remember Dr. King would write verses 
in a tavern, three hours after he could not speak : and there is Sir Richard, in that 
rambling old chariot of his, between Fleet-ditch and St. Giles*s pound, shall make 
you half a Job.* 

** * Pray, Mr. Lintot* (said I), * now you talk of translators, what is your method 
of managing them V * Sir* (replied he), * these are the saddest pack of rogues in the 
world : in a hungry fit, they'll swear they understand all the languages in the uni- 
verse. I have known one of them take down a Greek book upon my counter, and 
cry, " Ah, this is Hebrew,** and must read it from the latter end. By G — d, I can 
never be sure in these fellows, for I neither understand Greek, Latin, French, nor 
Italian myself But this is ray way ; I agree with them for ten shillings per sheeti 
with a proviso that I will have their doings corrected with whom I please ; so by 
one or the other tliey are led at last to the true sense of an author; my judgment 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



16« ENGLISH HUMOURISTS 

in the expression of their thoughts, their various views and 
natures, there is something generous, and cheering, and 



giving the negative to all my translators.*^ ' Then how are you sure these correct- 
ors may not impose upon you ?' * Why I get any civil gentleman (especially any 
Spotchman) that comes into my shop, to read the original to me in English ; by 
this I know whether my first translator be deficient, and whether my corrector mer- 
its his money or not. 

" * 111 tell you what happened to me last month. I "bargained with S ioi 
a new version of '* Lucretius," to publish agaiilst Tonson's, agreeing to pay the 
author so many shillings at his producing so many lines. He made a great prog- 
ress in a very short time, and I gave it to the corrector to compare with the Lat- 
in ; but he went directly to Creech's translation, and found it the same, word for 
word, all but the first page. Now, what d*ye think I did ? I arrested the translator 
for a cheat ; nay, and I stopped the corrector's pay, too, upon the proof that he had 
made use of Creech instead of the original* 

*' * Pray tell me next how you deal with the critics V * Sir,* said he, * nothing 
more easy. I can silence the most formidable of them : the rich ones for a sheet 
a-piece of the blotted manuscript, which cost me notliing ; theyll go about with it to 
their acquaintance, and pretend they ^ad it from the author, who submitted it to 
their correction : this has given some of them such an air, that in time they come 
to be consulted with and dedicated to as the tip-top critics of the town. — As for the 
poor critics, 111 give you one instance of my management, by which you may guess 
the rest : a le^ man, that looked like a very good scholar^ came to me, t'other day , 
he turned over your Homer, shook his head, shrugged up his shoulders, and pish'd 
at every line of it. " One Would wonder" (says he) " at the strange presumption 
of some men ; Homer is no such easy task as every stripling, every versifier"-^he 
was going on, when my wife called to dinner ; " sir," said I, " will you please to 
eat a piece of beef with me ?" " Mr. Lintot," said he, " I am very sorry you should 
be at the expense of this great book, L am really concerned on your account.** 
*' Sir, I am much obliged to you : if you can dine upon a piece of beef together with 
a slice of pudding?** — ** Mr. Lintot, I do not say but Mr. Pope, if he would conde- 
scend to advise with men of learning." — '* Sir, the pudding is upon the table, if 
you please to go in.** My critic complies ; he comes to a taste of your poetry, 
and tells me in the same breath, that the book is commendable, and the poetry ex- 
cellent. 

** * Now, sir,* continued Mr. Lintot, * in return to the frankness I have shown, 
pray tell me, is it the opinion of your friends at Court that my Lord Lansdowne 
will be brought to the bar or not ?* I told him I heard he would not, and I hoped 
it, my Lord being one I had particular obligations to. — * That may be,* replied Mr. 
Lintot ; * but by G — if he is not, I shall lose the printing of a very good trial.* 

'These, my Lord, are a few traits with which you discern the genius of Mr. 
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ennobling. You are in the society of men who have filled 
the greatest parts in the world's story— you are with St. 



Lintot, which I have chosen for the subject of a letter. I dropped him as soon as I 

got to Oxford, and paid a visit to my Lord Carleton, at Middleton 

" I am,*» &c. 

DR. SWIFT TO ME. POPE. 

" Sq>t. 29, 1725. 

"1 am now returning to the noble scene of Dublin — into the ^^and monde — for 
fear of buiying my parts ; to signalize myself amonr curates and vicars, and correct 
an corruptions crept in relating to the weight of bread-and-buUer through those do- 
minions where I govern. I have employed my time (besides ditching) in finishing, 
correcting, amending, and transcribing my travels [Gulliver's], in four parts com- 
plete, newly augmented, and intended for the press when the world shall deserve 
them, or rather, when a printer shall be found brave enough to venture his ears. I 
like the scheme of our meeting after distresses and dissensions ; but the chief end 
I propose to myself in all my lal)ours is to vex tlie world rather than divert it ; and 
if I could compass that design without hurting ^ny own person or fortune, I would 
be the most indefatigable vrriter you have ever seen, without reading. I am exceed- 
ingly pleased that you have done with translations ; Lord Treasurer Oxford often 
lamented that a rascally world should lay you under a necessity of misemploying 
your genius for so long a time ; but since you will now be so much better employed, 
when you think of the world, give it one lash the more at my request. I have ever 
hated all societies, professions, and communities ; and all my love is towards indi- 
viduds, — ^for instance, I hate the tribe of lawyers, but I love Counsellor Such-a-one 
and Judge Snch-a-One : it is so with physicians (I will not speak of my own trade), 
soldiers, English, Scotch, French, and the rest. But principally I hate and detest 
that animal called man — although I heartily love John, Peter, Thomas, and so on. 

. ..." I have got materials towards a treatise proving the falsity of that defini- 
tion animal rationale^ and to show it should be only rationis capos. The 

matter is so clear that it will admit of no dispute — ^nay, I will hold a hundred 
pounds that you and I agree in the point 

" Dr. Lewis sent me an account of Dr. Arbuthnot's illness, which is a very sens- 
ible affliction to me, who, by living so long out of the world, have lost that hard- 
ness of heart contracted by years and general conversation. I am daily losing 
friends, and neither seeking nor getting others. Oh if the world had but a dozen 
of Arbiithnots in it, I would bum my * Travels !* " 

MB. POPE TO D«. SWIFT. 

"October 15, 1725. 
** I am wonderfully pleased with the suddenness of your kind answer. It makea 
■M hope yoa aie coming towards us, and that you incline more and more to yout 
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John the statesmaa; Peterborough, the conqueror ; Swift, 
the greatest wit of all times ; Gay^ the kindliest laugher 
— ^it is a privilege to sit in that company. Delightful and 
generous banquet ! with a little faith and a little fancy 
any one of us here may enjoy it, and conjure up those 
great figures out of the past, and listen to their wit and 
wisdom. Mind that there is always a certain cachet about 
great men — ^they may be as mean on many points as you 
or I, but they carry their great air— they speak of common 
life more larjgely aud generously than common men do — - 
they regard the world with a manlier countenance, and 



old friends. . . . Here is ope [Lord Bolingbroke] who wm once a powerful planet, 
but has now (after long experience of all thai comes of shining) learned to bp con- 
tent with returning to his first point without the thought or ambition of shining at 
all. Here is another [Edward, Earl of Oxford], who thinks one of the greatest 
glories of his father was to have distinguished and loved you, and who loves you 
nereditarily. Here is Arbuthnot, recovered from the jaws of death, and more 
pleased with the hope of seeing you again than of reviewing a world, every part of 
which he has long despised but what is made up of a. few men like yoursel£ .... 

" Our friend Gay is used as the friends of Tories are by Whigs — and generally 
by Tories too. Because he had humour, he was supposed to have dealt with Dr. 
Swift, in like manner as when any one had learning formeriy, he was thought to 
have dealt with the devil 

** Lord Bcdingbroke had not the least harm by his fall ; I wish he had received no 
more by his other fall. But Lord Bolingbroke is the most improved mind since you 
saw him, that ever was improved without shifting into a new body, or being pauUo 
minus ab angelis. -• I have often imagined to myself, that if ever all of us meet again, 
after so many varieties and changes, after so much of the old world and of the old 
man in each of us has been altered, that scarce a single thought of the one, any 
more than a single action of the other, remains just the same ; I have fancied, I 
say, tliat we should meet like the righteous' in the millennium, quite at peace, di- 
vested of all our former passions, smiling at ov r past follies, and content to enjoy 
the kingdom of the just in tranquillity. 

* * * * * * * 

" I designed to have left the following page for Dr. Arbothn^t to fill, but he is so ^ 
touched with the^ period in yours to me, boncenung him, that he 'intends to answer 
it by a whole letter.** * ♦ * ^ - . 
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«ee its real features more fairly than the timid shufflers 
who only dare to look up^ at life through blinkers, or to 
have an opinion when there is a crowd to back it. He 
who reads these noble records of a past age, salutes and 
reverences the great spirits who adorn it. You may go 
home now and talk with St. John ; you may take a volume 
from your library and listen to Swift and Pope. 

Might I give counsel to any young hearer, I would say 
to him, try to frequent the company of your betters. In 
books and life that is the most wholesome society ; learn 
to admire rightly ; the great pleasure of life is that. Note 
"^^Mit the great men admired ; they admired great things : 
narrow spirits admire basely, and worship meanly. I know 
nothing in any story more gallant and cheering, than the 
love and friendship which this company of famous men 
bore towards one another. There never has been a society 
of men more friendly, as there never was one more illus- 
trious. Who dares quarrel with Mr. Pope, great and fa- 
mous himself, for liking the society of men great and fa- 
mous ? and for liking them for the qualities which made 
them so? A mere pretty fellow from White's could not 
have written the "Patriot King," and would very likely 
have despised little Mr. Pope, the decrepit Papist, whom 
the great St. John held to be one of the best and greatest 
of men : a mere nobleman of the Court could no more have 
won Barcelona, than he could have written Peterborough's 
letters to Pope,* which are as witty as Congreve ; a mere 



* Of the Ewrl of Peterborough, Walpolc feays : — ^**.He was one of those men of 
careless wit, and negligent grace, who scatter a thousand bont mots and idle verses 
which we painful compilers gather and hoard, till the- authors stare to find them 
^Iret aathors. Such was this I^rd, of an advantageous figure, and enterprising 
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Irish Dean could not have written " Q-ulliver ;" and all 
these men loved Pope, and Pope loved all these men. To 
name his friends is to name the best men of his time. Ad^- 
dison had a senate ; Pope reverenced his equals. He spoke 
of Swift with respect and admiration always. His admi- 
ration for Bolingbroke was so great, that when some one 
said of his friend, << There is something in that great mail 
which looks as if he was placed here by mistake,'^ " Yes," 
Pope answered, "and when the comet appeared to us a 
month or two ago, I had sometimes an imagination that it 
might possibly be come to carry him home, as a coach 
comes to one's door for visitors." So these great spirits 
spoke of one anotlier. Show me six of the dullest middles- 



spirit ; as gallant as Amadis and as brave ; but a little more expeditious in his 
journeys ; for he is said to h^^e seen more kings and more postilions than any man 

in Europe He was a^nan, as his friend said, who would neither live nor die 

like any other mortal.? • 

FKOM THE EABt. OF PETERBOBOUGH TO POPZ. 

" You must receire my letter with a just impartiality, and give grains of allow- 
ance for a gloomy or rainy day ; I sink grievously with the weather-glass, and am 
quite spiritless when oppressed with the thoughts of a birthday or a return. 

" Dutiful affection was bringing me to town, but undutifuk laziness and being 
much out of order keep me in the country : however, ii' alive, I must make my ap- 
pearance at the birthday 

** You seem to think it vexatious that I shall allow you but one woman at a time 
either to praise or love. If I dispute with you on this point, I doubt, every fairy 
will give a verdict against me. So sir, with a Mahometan indulgence, I allow yoa 
pluralities, the favourite privileges of our church. 

" I find you don't mend upon connection ; again I teil you you must not think of 
women in a reasonable way : you know we always make Croddesses of those we 
adore upon earth ; and do not all the good men tell us we must lay aside reason in^ 

what relates to the Deity ? I should have oeen glad of anything of Swift's. 

Pray when you write to him next, tell him I expect Lim with impatience, in a place 
u odd and as out of the way as himself. 

"Your't.»' 

Peteiborottgh married Mis. Ansstasia RobinsM, th« celebrated sing«r. 
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aged gentlemen that ever dawdled round a elub-table, so 
faithful and so friendly. 

We have said before that the chief wits of this time, 
with the exception of Congreve, were what we should now 
call men's men. They spent many hours of the four-and- 
twenty, a fourth part of each day nearly, in clubs, and oof 
fee-houses, where they dined, drank, and smoked. Wii 
and news went by word of mouth ; a journal of 1710 con- 
tained the very smallest portion of one or the other. The 
chiefs spoke, ihe faithful habitues sate around ; strangers 
came to wonder and listen. Old Dryden had his head- 
quarters at Will's, in Russell-street, at the comer of Bow- 
street, at which place Pope saw him when he w€is twelve 
years old. The company used to assemble on the first 
floor — ^what was called the dining-room floor in those days 
— and sate at various tables smoking their pipes. It ia 
recorded that the beaux of the day thought it a great hon- 
our to be allowed to take a pinch out of Dry den's snuff- 
box. When Addispn began to reign, he with a certain 
crafty propriety — or policy let us call it — which belonged 
to his nature, set up his court, and appointed the officers 
of his royal house. His palace was Button's, opposite 
Will's.* _ A qr^et opposition, a silent assertion of empire, 
distinguished tUis great man. Addison's ministers were 



*. " Button had been a servant in the Countess of Warwick's family, who, under 
tiie patronage of Addison, kept a coffee-house on the south side of Russell-street, 
about two doors from Covent Garden. Here it was that the witst>f that time used 
to <issemble. It is said that when Addison had suffered any rexation from th«» 
Oountess, he withdrew the company from Button's house. 

" From, the coffee-house he went again to a tftvem, where he often sat late and 
. drank too much wine." — Dr. Jphnson. 

Will's coffee-house was on the west side of Bow-street, and " comer of Russell* 
•treot.** See*' Handbook of LondGD." 
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Budgell, Tickell, Philips, Carey ; his master of the horse, 
honest Dick Steele, who was what Duroo was to Napoleon, 
a Hardy to Nelson ; the man who performed his master's 
bidding, and would have cheerfully died in his quarrel. 
Addison lived with these peo]rfe for seven or eight hours 
every day. The male society passed over their punch- 
bowls and tobacco-pipes, about as much time, as ladies of 
that age spent over Spadille and Manille. 

For a brief space, upon coming up to town, Pope formed 
part of King Joseph's court, and was his rather too eager 
and obsequious humble servant.* Dick Steele, the editor 
of the " Tatler," Mr. Addison's man, and his own man too, 
— a person of no little^ figure in the world of letters, patron- 
ised the young poet ; and set him a task or two. Young 
Mr. Pope did the tasks very quickly and smartly (he had 
been at the feet quite as a boy of Wycherley's* decrepit 



^ " My acquaintance with Mr. Addison commenced in 1712 : I liked him then as 
well as I liked any man, and was very fond of his conversation. It was very soon 
after that Mr. Addison advised me 'not to be content with the applause of half the 
nation.* He used to talk much and often to me, of moderation in parties : and used 
to blame his dear friend Steele for being too much of a party man. He encouraged 
me in my design of translating the ' Iliad,* which was begun that year, and finished 
in 1718."— Pope {Spence's Anecdotes). 

. " Addison had Budgell, and 1 think Philips, in the house with him.--^Gay, they 
would call one of my elh>es. — They were angry with me for keeping so much with 
Dr. Swift, and some of Hie late ministry." — PopB {Spence's Anecdotes). ' 

• " TO MR. ALCOURT. 

•* Jan. 21, 1715-16. 
" I know of nothing that will be so interesting to you at present as some circum- 
stances of the- last act of that eminejit comic poet and our friend, Wycherley. He 
had often toM me, and I doubt not he did all his acquaintance, that he would marry 
as soon as his life was despaired of. Accordingly, a few days before his death, he 
onderwent the ceremony, and joined together those two sacraments which wise men 
say we should be the last to receive ; for, if you observe, matrimony is placed after 
extreme nnetion in our catechism, as a kind of hint of the order of time in which 
they are to be taken. The old man then lay down, satisfied.in the consciousness 
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rq)utatioD, and propped up for a year that doting old wit): 
he was anxioas to be well with the men of letters, to get 
a footing ar d a recognition. He thought it an honour to 
be admitted «:ico their corhpany ; to have the confidence of 
Mr. Addi^n's friend, Captain Steele. His eminent parts 
obtained for him the honour of heralding Addison's triumph 
of "Cato," with his admirable prologue, and heading the 
victorious procession as it wfere. Not content with this 
act of homage and admiration, he wanted to distinguish 
himself by assaulting Addison's enemies, and attacked 
John Dennis with a prose lampoon, which highly offend- 
ed his lofty patron. Mr. Steele was instructed to write 
to Mr. Dennis and inform him, that Mr. Pope's pamphlet 
against him was written quite without Mr. Addiscm's ap- 

of having, by tkis one act, obliged a woman who (he was told) had merit, and shown 
xn heroic resentment of the illusage of his next heir. Some hundred pounds which 
ae had with th« lady, discharged his debts ; a jointure of 500Z. a year made her a 
recompense ; and the nephew was left to comfort himself as well as he couldwith 
the miserable remain^ of a mortgaged estate. I saw our friend twice after this was 
done — tess peevish in his sickness than he used to be in his health ; neither nmch 
afraid of dying, nor (which in him had been more likely) mueh ashamed of many- 
ti^. The erening before he expired, he called his young wife to the bedside, and 
earnestly entreated her not ta deny him one request — the last he should make. 
Upon her assurances of consenting to it, he told her: ' My dear, it is oidy this— 
that you will nerer marry an old man again.' I cannot help remarking that sick- 
ness, which often destroys both wit and wisdom, yet seldom has power to remore 
that talent which we call humour. Mr. Wycherley showed his even in his last 
compliment ; though I think his request a little hard, for why should he bar h^r 
(torn doubling her jointure on the same easy terms ? 

" So trivial as these circumstances are, I should not be displeased mjrself to 
know such trifles when they concern or characterize any eminent person. The 
wisest and wittiest of men are seldom wiser or wittier than others in these sobet 
moments ; at least, our friend ended much in the same character he had lived in; 
and Horace's rule for ^lay may as well be applied to him as a playwright: — 
*' * Servetur ad imum, 
Quails ab ineepto process^rit et sibi constet.* 

H 
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provaL* Indeed, " The Narrative of Dr. Robert Norris on the 
phrenzy of J. D.," is a vulgar and mean satire, and such a 
blow as the magnificent Addison could never desire to see 
any partisan of his strike, in any literary quarrel. Pope 
was closely allied with Swift when her wrote this pamphlet. 
It is so dirty that it has been printed in Swift's works too. 
It bears the foul marks of the master hand. Swift admired 
and enjoyed with all his heart the prodigious genius of the 
young Papist lad out of Windsor Forest, who had never 
seen a University in his life, and came and conquered the 
Dons and the Doctors with his wit. He applauded, and 
loved him, too : and protected him, and taught him mis- 
ohief. I wish Addison could have loved him better. The 
best satire that ever has been penned would never have 
been written then ; and one of the best characters the 
world ever knew, would have been without fit flaw. But 
he who had so few equals could not bear one, and Pope was 
more than that. When Pope, trying for himself, and soar- 
ing on his immortal young wings, found that his, too, was 
a genius, which no pinion of that age could follow, he rose 
and left Addison's company, settling on his own eminence, 
singing his own song. 

It was not possible that Pope should remain a retainer 
of Mr. Addison ; nor likely that after escaping from his 
vassalage and assuming an independent crown, the sover- 
eign whose allegiance he quitted should view him amica- 
bly." They did not do wrong to mislike each other. They 

^ ** Addison, who was no stranger to the world, probably saw the selfishness of 
Pope's friendship ; and, resolving that he should have the consequences of his of- 
ficiousness to himself, informel Dennis by Bteele that he was sorry for the insult." 
—Johnson {Life of Addison) 

t <« Wkile I was heatod with what I had heard, I wrote a letter to Mr. Addiwm* 
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but followed the impulse of nature, and the consequence 
of position. When Bernadotte became heir to a throne, 
the Prince Royal of Sweden was naturally Napoleon's ene- 
my. " There are mapy passions and tempers of mankind," 
says Mr* Addison in the " Spectator," speaking a couple of 
years before their little differences between him and Mr. 
Pc^ took pl&ce, " which naturally dispose us to depress 
and vilify the merit of one rising in the esteem of mankind. 
All those who made their entrance into the world with the 
same advantages, and were once looked on as his equals, 
are apt to think the fame of his merits a reflection on their 
own deserts. Those, who were once his equals, envy and 
defame him, because they now see him the superior; and 
those who Were once his superiors, because they lotok upon 
him as their equal." Did Mr. Addison, justly perhaps 
thinking, that as young Mr. Pope had not had the benefit 
of a university education, he could not know Greek, there- 
fore he could not translate Homer, encourage his young 
friend, Mr. Tickell, of Queen's, to translate that poet, and 
aid him with his own known scholarship and skill?* It 
was natural that Mr. Addison should doubt of the learning 
of an amateur Grecian ; should have a high opinion of Mr. 



to let him know 'that I-wto not unacquainted with this behfiviour of his ; that if I 
was to speak of him severely in return for it, it should not be in such a dirty way ; 
that I should rather tell him himself fairly of his faults, and allow his good qualities ; 
and that it should be something in the following manner.* I then subjoined the first 
sketch of what has since been called my satire on Addison. He used me T6ry cir- 
illy ever after ; and never did me any injustice, that I know of, from that time to 
his death, which was about three years after/'^-Pops {Spence's Anecdotes). 

* ^ 'Hiat Tickell should have been guilty of & villainy seems to us higUy im- 
probable ; that Addison should have been guilty of a villainy se^ms to us higUy 
improbable ; but that these two m6n should have conspired together to commit a vil 
latny, stems to us improbable in a tenfold degree.*'— Maoaulat. 
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Tiokoll, of Q,aeett'i3 ; and should help that ingeDious young 
man. It waa natural, on the other hand^ that Mr. Pope 
and Mr. Pope's friends should believe that this oounter- 
translaticA, suddenly advertised and so long written, though 
Tiokell's college friends had never heard of it — ^though when 
Pope first wrote to Addison regarding his scheme, Mr. Ad- 
dison knew nothing of the similar project of Tiokell, of 
Q.ueen^S'— it was natural that Mr. Pope and his friends, 
having interests, pensions, and prejudices of his own, should 
believe that Tlckell's translation was but an act of oppo- 
sition against Pope, and that they should call Mr. Tiokell's 
emulation Mr. Addison's envy — if envy it were. 

" And were there one whose fires 
True genius kindles and fair fame inspires, 
Blest with each talent and each art to please, 
And bom to write, conyerse, and lire with ease; 
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear like the Turk no brother near the throne ; 
View him with scornful yet with jealous eyeSy 
And hate, for arts that caused himself to rise ; 
Damn with faint praise, assent (vith civil leer, 
And without sneering, teach the rest to sneer ; 
VITilling to wound, and yet afraid to strike. 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ; 
Alike reserved to blame as t6 commend, 
A timorous foe and a suspicious fidend , 
Dreading even fools, by flatterers besieged. 
And so obUging that he ne*er obliged ; 
Like Cato give his little senate laws, 
And sit attentive to his own applause ; 
While wits and templars every sentence raise, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise ; 
Who but must laugh if such a man there be, 
Who would not weep if Atticus were he ?** 

<^I sent the verses ix> Mr. Addison," said Pope, " and ho 
used me very civilly ever after." No wonder he did. It 
was shame very likely more than f^ar that silenced liinL 



Digitized by 



Google 



PRIOR, GAY, AND POPE. 178 

Johnson recounts an interview between Pope and Addison 
after their quarrel, in which Pope was angryj and Addison 
tried to be contemptuous and calm. 'Such a weapon as 
Pope's must have pierced any scorn. It flEishes for ever, 
and quivers in Addison's memory. His great figure looks 
out on us from the past — stainless but for that — ^pale, 
calm, and beautiful: it bleeds from that black wound. 
He should be drawn, like St. Sebastian, with that arrow 
in his side. As he sent to G-ay and asked his pardon, as 
he bade his step-son come and see his death, be sure he 
had forgiven Pope, when he made ready to show how a 
Christian could die. 

Pope then formed part of the Addisonian court for a short 
time, and describes himself in his letters as sitting with 
that coterie until two o'clock in the morning over punch 
and Burgundy amidst the fumes of tobacco. To use an 
expression of the present day, the " pace" of those viveurs 
of the former age was awful. Peterborough lived into the 
very jaws of death ; Q-odolphin laboured all day and gam- 
bled at night ; Bolingbroke,* writing to Swift, from Daw- 

^ LOSD BOLINOBRQKK TO THB THREE YAHOOS OF TWICKENHAM. 

«/«(y23, 1726. 
'* Jonathan, Albxandbb, John, most excellent Triumvirs of Parnas 
•us,— 

"Though you are probably very indifferent wl^ere I am, or what I am doing. 
yet I resolve to believe the^ contrary. I persuade myself that you have sent at least 
fifteen tiroes within this fortnight to Dawley farm, and that you are extremely mor- 
tified at my long silence. To relieve you, therefore, from this great anxiety of 
mind, I can do no less than write a few lines to you ; and I please myself before- 
hand with the vast pleasure which this epistle must needs give you. That I may 
add to this pleasure, and give iiirther proofs of my beneficent temper, I will likeWise 
inform you, that I shall bo in your neighbouriwod again by the end of next week : 
by whidi time I hope that Jonathan's imagiiuition of business will be succeeded by 
tome imagination more becoming a prof^^sor of that divine science, la bagatelle 
Adieu. Jonathan, Alexander, John, mirth be with you !" 
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ley, hi his retirement, dating his letter at six o'clock in the 
morning, and rising, as he says, refreshed, serene, and calm, 
calls to mind the time of his London life ; when aboat that 
hour he used to be going to bed, surfeited with pleasure, 
and jaded with business ; his head often full of schemes, 
and his heart as often full of anxiety. ^It was too hard, too 
coarse a life for the sensitive, sickly Pope. He was the 
oi3ily wit of the day, a friend writes to me, who was not 
fat.* Swift was fat ; Addison was fat ; Steele was fat ; 
Gay and Thomson were preposterously fat— all that fud- 
dling and punch-drinking, that club and coffee-house booz- 
ing, shortened the lives and enlarged the waistcoats of the 
men of that age. Pope withdrew in a great measure frdm 
this boisterous London ccmipany, and being put into an in- 
dependence by the gallant exertions of Swift' and his pri- 
vate friends, and by the enthusiastic national admiration 
which justly rewarded his great achievement of the Iliad, 
purchased that fiamous villa of Twickenham which his song 
and life celebrated ; duteously bringing his old parents to 
live and die there, entertaining his friends there, and mak- 
ing occasional visits to London in his little chatiot, in which 
Atterbury compared him to " Homer in a nutshell." 

" Mr. Dryden was not a genteel man," Pope quaintly 
said to Spence, speaking of the inanners and habits of the 
famous old patriarch of Will's. With regard to Pope's own 
manners, we have the best contemporary authority that 



* Prior must be excepted from this observation. ** He was lank and lean/* ^ 

• Swift exerted himself, vecy much, in promoting the " Iliad" subscription ; and 
also introduced Pope to Harley and Bolingbroke. — ^Pope* realised by the ** Iliad*' up- 
wards of 5000/., which he laid out partly in annuities, and partly in the purchaseof 
his famous villa. Johnson remarks that *' it would be hard to find a man so weU 
sntitled to notice by his wit, that ever delighted so mudi in talking of his money." 
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they were singularly refined and polished. With his ex- 
traordinary sensibility, with his knovmi tastes^ with his 
delicate frame, with his power and dread of ridicule, Pope 
conld have been no other than whaf we call a highly-bred 
person/ His closest friends, with the exception of Swift, 
were among the delights and ornamental of the polished so- 
ciety of their age. Garth,' the accomplished and benevo- 
lent, whom Steele has described so charminglyj of whom 
Godrington said that his character was ^' all beauty,'^ and 
whom Pope himself called the best of Christians without 
knowing it^ Arbuthnot,' one of the wisest, wittiest^ most 



" His (Pope*8) voice in common conversation was so naturally musical, that I 
remember honest Tom Southeme used always to call him * the little nightingale.* " 
—Orrery. 

' Garth, whom Diyden calls " generous as his Muse," Was a Yorkshireman. He 
graduated at Cambridge, and was made M.D. in 1691. He soon distinguished him 
self in his profession, by his poem 6f the ** Dispensary," and in society, and pro- 
nounced Diyden's Amend oration. He was a strict Whig, a notable member of 
the Kit-Kat, and a friendly, convivial, able man. He was knighted by George L, 
with the Duke of Marlborough's sword. He died in 1718. 

* " Arbuthnot was the son. of an E^piscopal cleigsrman in Scotland, and belonged 
to an ancient and distinguished Scotch fleunily. He was educated at Aberdeen ; 
and, coming up to London — ^according to a Scotch practice often enough alluded to 
— to make his fortune, first made himself known by *aa examination of Dr. Wood- 
ward's account of the Deluge.' He became physician, successively, to Prince 
George of Denmarii and to Queen Anne. He is usually allowed to have been the 
most learned, as well as one of the most witty and humorous members of the Scrib- 
lerus Club. The opinion entertained of him by the humoiu'ists of the day is abund- 
antly evidenced in their correspondence. When he found himself iii hb last ill- 
ness, he wrote thus, from his retreat at Hampstead, to Swift : 

" Hampsteadj Oct. 4, 1734. 

"Mt dbar and worthy Friend, — 

'* You have no reason to put me among the rest of your forgetful friends, 
for I wrote two long letters to you, to which I never received one word of answer. 
The first was about your health ; the last I sent a great while ago, by one De la Mar. 
I can assure you with great truth that none of your friends or acquaintance has a 
more warm heart towards you than mjrself. I am going out of this troublesome 
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accomplished, gentlest of mankind ; Bolingbroke, the Aloi* 
blades of his age; the generous Oxford; the magnificent^ 



world, aad you, among the rest of my friends, shall have my last prayers and good 
wishes 

,..,** I came oat to this place so reduced by a dropsy and an asthma that I 
could neither sleep, breathe, eat, nor more. 1 most earnestly desired and begge4 
of God that he would take me. Contrary to my expectation, upon venturing to ride 
(which I had forborne for some years), I recovered my strength to a pretty consid- 
erable degree, slept, and had my stomach again What I did, I can assure 

you was. not fQr life, but ease ; for I am at present in the case of a man that was 
almost in harbour, and then blown back to sea — who haa a reasonable hope of goin^ 
to a good place, and an absolute certainty of leaving a very bad one. Not that 1 
have any particular disgust at the world ; for 1 have as great comfort in my own 
fiunily and from the kindness of my friends as any man ; but the world, in the main, 
displeases me, and I have too true a presentiment of calamities that are to befal my 
country. However, if 1 should have the happiness to see you before I die, you will 
find that I enjoy the oomfoits of life with my usual cheerfulness. I cannot imagine 
why you are frightened from a journey to £ngland: the reasons you assign are not 
sufficient— th(> joum^ I am sure would do you good. In general, I recommend 
riding, of which 1 hove always had a good opinion, and can now confirm it from my 
own experience^ ^ 

<* My family give you their love and service. The great loss I sustained m one 
of them gave me my first shock, and the trouble I have with the rest to bring them 
to a right temper to bear the loss of a father who loves them, and whom they lave, is 
really a most sensible affliction to me. 1 am afraid, my dear friend, we shall never 
see one another more in this world. I shall, to the last moment, preserve my love 
and esteem for you, being well assured you will never leave the paths of virtue and 
honour ; for all that is in this world is not worth the least deviation from the way. 
It will be great pleasure to me to hear from you sometimes ; for none are with more 
sincerity than I am, my dear friend, your most faithful friend and humble servant.^* 

" Arbuthnot," Johnson says, " was a man of great eomprehension, skilful in his 
profession, versed in the sciences, acquainted with ancient literature, and able to 
animate his mass of knowledge by a bright and active imagination ; a scholar with 
great brilliance of wit ; a wit who, in the crowd of life, retained and discovered a 
noble ardour of religious xeal.^ 

Dugald Stewart has testified to ArbUthnot's ability in a department of which be 
was particularly qualified to judge : " Let me add, that, in the list of phih>sophical 
reibrmers, the authors of * Martinus Scriblerua* ought not to be overlooked. Their 
happy ridicule of the scholastic logic and metaphysics is universally known ; but 
few are aware of the acuteness and sagacity displayed in their allusions to some 
of thd most vulnerable passages in Locke's £ssay. In this part of the work it is 



Digitized by 



Google 



PRIOR, GAY, AND POPE. 177 

the witty, the famous, and chivalrous Peterborough ; these 
were the fast and faithful friends of Pope, the most brilliant 
company of friends, let us repeat, that the world has ever 
seen. The favourite recreation of his leisure hours wa& the 
society of painters, whose art he practised. In his corre« 
spondenoe are letters between him and Jervas, whose pu- 
pil he loved to be — Richardson, a celebJrated artist of his 
time, and who painted for him a portrait of his old mother, 
and for whose picture he esked and tha^ked Jervas in one 
of the most delightful letters that ever was penned,* — ^and 
the wonderful Kneller, who bragged more, spelt worse, and 
painted better than any artist of his day.* 



commonly uhdentood that Aibutbnot had the principal share.*' — See PreUmhuay 
D'utertiUon to Enclyclop<edia Britannicaf note to p. 242, and also note B. B. 1^ 



^ TO MS. BICHAROSON. 

« 3fWcA«iAdm, Jun* 10, 1733. 

*< As I know you and I mutually desire to see one another, I hope that this day 
oar wishes would have met, and brought you hither. And this for the very reason, 
which possibly might hinder you coming, that my poor mother is disad, I thank 
Ood, her death was as easy as her life was innocent ; and as it cost her not a groan, 
or even a sigh, there is yet upon her countenance such an expression of tranquillity, 
nay, almost of pleasure, that it is even amiable to behold it. It Would affiird the 
finest image of a saint expired that ever painter drew ; and it would be the greatest 
obligation which even that obliging art could ever bestow on a friend, if you could 
oome and sketch it for me. I am sure, if there be no veij precedent obstacle, you 
will leave any common business to do this ; and I hope to see you this evening, or 
to-morrow morning as early, before this winter flower is faded. I will defer her in- 
terment till to-morrow night. I know you love me, or I could not have written this 
— I could not (at this time) have written at alL Adieu ! May you die as happy ! 

"Youri, dtc." 

• " Mr. Pope was with Sir Godfrey Kneller one day, when his nephew, a Guinea 
trader, came in. * Nephew/ said Sir Godfrey, * you have the honour of seeing the 
two greatest men in Uie world.' — * I don't know how great you may be,' said the 
Guinea man, * but I don't Uke your looks : I have often bought a man, much better 
than both of you together, all muscles and bones, for ten guineas.' "— Db. Wabbub* 
VOM (Spenti^e Anecdotes), 

H 2 
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It is affecting to note, through Pope's ccNTespondence, the 
marked way in which his friends, the greatest, the most 
famous, and wittiest men of the time — generals and states- 
men, philosophers and divines, — all have a kind word, and 
a kind thought for the good simple old mother, whom Pope 
tended so affectionately. Those men would have scai^cely 
valued her, but that thiey knew how much he loved her 
and that they pleased him bv thinking of her. If his early 
letters to women are affected and insincere, whenever he 
speaks about this one, it is with a childish tenderness and 
an almost sacred simplicity. In 1713, when young Mr. 
Pope had, by a series of the most astonishing victories and 
dazzling achievements, seized the crown of poetry ; and the 
town was in an uproar of admiration, or hostility, for the 
young chief ; when Pope was issuing his famous decrees 
for the translation of the Iliad ; when Dennis and the lower 
critics were hooting and assailing him ; when Addiscm and 
the gentlemen of his court were sneering with sickening 
hearts at the prodigious triumphs of the young conqueror; 
when Pope, in a fever of victory, and genius, and hope, 
and anger j was struggling through tRe crowd of shouting 
friends and furious detractors to his temple of Fame, his 
old mother writes from the country, " My deare," says she, 
" my deare, there's Mr. Blount, of Mapel Durom, dead the 
same day that Mr. Inglefield died. Your sister is well ; 
but your brother is sick. My service to Mrs. Blount, and 
all ]^at ask of me. I hope to hear from you, and that you 
are well, which is my daily prayer ; and this with my 
blessing.'? The triumph marches by, and the car of ^he 
young conqueror, the hero of a hundred brilliant victories 
-*tiie fond mother sits in the quiet cottage at home, and 
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says, << I send you my daily prayers, and I bless yon, my 
deare." 

In our estimate of Pope's character, let us always take 
into account that constant tenderness and fidelity of affec- 
tion which pervaded and sanctified his life, a^d never for- 
get that maternal benediction/ It accompanied him al- 
ways : his life seems purified by those artless and heartfelt 
prayers. And he seems to have received and deserved the 
fond attachment of the other members of his family. It 
ia not a little touching tojread in Spence of the enthusiastio 
admiration with which his half-sister regarded him, and 
the simple anecdote by which she illustrates her love. **I 
think no man Was ever so little fond of money." Mrs. 
Rackett say^ about her brother, " I think my brother when 
he was young read more books than any man in the world ;'' 
and she falls to telling stories of his school days, and the 
manner in which his master at Twyford ill used him. "I 
don't think my brother knew what fear was," she contin- 
ues ; and the accounts of Pope's friends bear out this char- 
acter for courage. When he had exasperated the dunces, 
and threats of violence and personal assault were brought 
to him — ^the dauntless little champion never for one instant 
allowed fear to disturb him, or condescended to take any 
guard in his daily walks, except occasionally his faithful 
dog to bear him company. ^^ I had rather die at once," said 
the gallant little cripple, '^ than live in fear of those rascals." 

^ Swift's meaUon of him as one, 

** whose filial piety excels, 

Whatever Grecian story tells," 
u well known. And a sneer of Wa1poIe*s may be put to a tietter use than he ever 
intended it for, apropoM of this subject. — ^He charitably sneers., in one of his letten, 
•t Spence's ** fondling an did mother— in imitation of Pope !" 
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As for his death, it was what the noble Arbuthnot asked 
and enjoyed for himself — a euthanasia — ^a beautiful end. 
A perfect benevolence, affection, serenity, hallowed the de- 
parture of that high soul. Even in the very hallucinations 
of his brain, and weaknesses of his delirium, there was 
something almost sacred. Spence describes him in his last 
days, looking up, and with a wrapt gaze as if something 
had suddenly passed before him. He said to me, " What's 
that ?" pointing into the air with a very steady regard, and 
then looked down and said with a smile of the greatest 
softness, " 'twas a vision ?" He laughed scarcely ever, 
but his companions describe his countenance as often illu- 
minated by a peculiar sweet smile. 

"When," said Spence,* the kind anecdbtist whom John- 
son despised, "when I was telling Lord Bolingbroke that 
Mr. Pope, on evety catching and recovery of his mind, was 
always saying something kindly of his present or absent 
friends ; and that this was so surprising;, as it seemed to 
me as if humanity had outlasted understanding. Lord Bo- 
lingbroke said, * It has so,' and then added, < I never in my 
life knew a man who had so tender a heart for his particu- 
lar friends, or a more general friendship for maiikind. . I 
have known him these thirty years, and value myself more 
for that man's love than' — ^Here," Spence says, " St. John 
sunk his-head, and lost his voice in tears." The sob which 



^ Joseph Spence was the son of a clex^gyman, near Winchester. He was a short 
- time at Eton, and afterwards became a Fellow of New College, Oxford, a clergy- 
man and professor of poetry. He was a friend of Thomson's, whose reputation he 
aided. He publiilhed an ** Essay on the Odyssey" in 1726, which introduced him 
to Pope. Everybody liked him. His " Anecdotes" were placed, while still in MS., 
at the service of Johnson and also of Malone. They were published by Bfr. Singer 
in 1820. 
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finbhes the epitaph is finer than words. It is the cloak 
thrown over the father's face in the famous Greek picture, 
which hides the grief and heightens it. 

In Johnson's ^'Life of Pope," you will find described 
with rather a malicious minuteness some of the personal 
habits and infirmities of the great little Pope. His body 
was crooked, he was so short that it was necessary to raise 
his chair in order to place him on a level with other peo- 
ple at table,* He was sewed up in a buckram suit every 
hiorning and required a nurse like a child. His contem- 
poraries reviled these misfortunes with a strange acrimony, 
and made his poor deformed person the butt for many a 
bolt of heavy Wit. The facetious Mr. Dennis, in speaking 
of him, says, " If you take the first letter of Mr. Alexander 
Pope's Christian name, and the first and last letters of his 
surname, you have A. P. E." Pope catalogues, at the end 
of the Dunciad, with a rueful precisidn, other pretty names, 
besides Ape, which Denois called him. That great critic 
pronounced Mr. Pope was a little ass, a fool, a coward, a 
Papist, and therefore a hater of Scripture, and so forth. It 
most be remembered that the pillory was a flourishing and 
popular institution in those days. Authors stood in it in 
the body sometimes : and dragged their enemies thither 
morally, hooted them with foul abuse, and assailed them 
with garbage of the gutter. Poor Pope's figure was an 



^ He speaks of Aibuthnot's baring helped him through ** that long disease, my 
life.** But not only was he so feeble as is implied in his use of the ** buckram," bat 
^* it now appears,** says Mr. Peter Cunningham, ** from his Qnpid>lished letters, that, 
like Lord Henrey, he had recourse to ass's milk for the preserration of his health.* 
It is to his lordship's use of that simple beverage that he alludes when he sayt** 
** Let Sporus tremble !~A. What, that thing of silk, 
Sporus, that mere white-curd of ast's milk f* 
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easy one for those clumsy carricaturists to draw^ Any 
stapid hand could draw a hunchback, and write Pope uii« 
derneath. They did. A libel was published against Pope, 
with such a frontispiece. This kmd of rude jesting was 
an evidence not only of an ill nature, but a dull one. 
When a child makes a pun, or a lout breaks out into a 
laugh, it i^ some very obvious combination of words, or dis- 
crepancy of objects, which provokes the infantine satirist, 
or tickles the boorish wag ; and many of Pope's revilers 
laughed, not so much because they were wicked, as be- 
cause they knew no better. 

Without the utmost sensibility. Pope could not have been 
the poet he was ; and through his life, however much he 
protested that he disregarded their abuse, the coarse ridi- 
cule of his exponents stung and tore him. One of Gibber's 
pamphlets coming into Pope's hands, whilst Richardson 
the painter was with him^Pope turned^ round and said, 
" These things are my diversions :" and Richardson, sitting 
by whilst Pope perused the libel, said he saw his features 
"writhing with anguish." How little human nature 
ohanges| Cannot one see that little figure ? Cannot one 
fiemoy one is reading Horace? Cannot one fancy one is 
speaking of to-day ? 

The tastes and sensibilities of Pope, ^^cL led him to 
cultivate the society of persons of fine manners, or wit, or 
taste, or beauty, caused him to shrink equally from that 
shabby and boisterous crew which formed the rank and file 
of literature in his time : and he was as unjust to these 
men as they to him. The delicate little creature sickened 
at habits and company which were quite tolerable to ro- 
buster mea : and in the fiunous feud between Pope and the 
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Dunces, and without attributing any peculiar wrong to ei- 
ther, one can quite understand, how the two parties should 
so hate each other. As I fancy ^ it was a sort of necessity 
that when Pope's triumph passed, Mr. Addison and his 
men should look rather contemptuously down on it from 
their balcony ; so it was natural for Dennis and Tibbald, 
and Webster and Gibber, and the worn and hungry pres?-- 
men in the crowd below, to howl at him and assail liim 
And Pope was more savage ix> Grub-street, than Grrub- 
street was to Pope. The thon^ with which he lashed them 
was dreadful ; he fired upon that howling crew such shafts 
of flame, and poison, he slew and wounded so. fiercely, that 
in reading the "Dunciad" and the prose lampoons of Pope, 
one feels disposed to side against the ruthless little tyrant, 
at least to pity those wretched folks upon whom he was so 
unmerciful. It was Pope, and Swift to aid him, who es- 
tablished among us the Grub-street tradition. He revels 
in base descriptions of poor men's want; he gloats over 
poor Dennis's garret, and flannel night-cap, and red stock- 
ings ; he gives instructions how to find Curll's authors, the 
historian at the tallow-chandler's under the blind arch in 
Petty France, the two translators in bed together, the poet 
in the cock-loft in Budge Row, whose landlady keeps the 
ladder. It was Pope, I fear, who contributed, more than 
any man who ever lived, to depreciate the literary calling. 
It was not an unprosperous one before that time, as "we 
have seen ; at least there were great prizes in the profes- 
sion which had made Addison a minister, and Prior an 
ambassfiiidor, and Steele a commissioner, and Swift all but 
a bishop. The profession of letters was ruined by that 
libel of the ^^ Dunciad." If authors were wretched and 
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poor before, if some of them lived in haylofts, of which 
tiieir landladies kept the ladders, at least nobody eame tc 
disturb tiiem in their straw; if three of them had but one 
coat between them, the two remained invisible in the gar- 
ret, the third, at any rate, appeared decently at the coffee- 
house, and paid his twopence like a gentleman. It was 
Pope that dragged into light all this poverty and mean- 
ness, and held up those wretched shifts and rags to public 
ridicule. Ik was Pope thkt has made generations of the 
reading world (delighted with the mischief, as who would 
not be that reads it ?) believe that author and wretch, au- 
thor and rags, author and dirt, author and drink, gin, cow- 
heel, tripe, poverty, duns, bailiffs, squalling children, and 
clamorous landladies, were always associated together. 
The condition of authorship began to fall from the days of 
the " Dunciad:" and I believe in my heart that much of 
that obloquy which has since pursued our calling was oc- 
casioned by Pope's libels and wicked wit. Everybody read 
those. Everybody was familiarised with the idea of the 
poor devil author. The manner is so captivating, that 
young authors practise it, and begin their career with satire. 
It is so easy to write, and so pleasant to read ! to fire a shot 
that make3 a giant wince, perhaps ; and fancy one's self 
his conqueror. It is easy to shoot — ^but not as Pope did-— 
the shafts of his satire rise sublimely : no poet's verse ever 
mounted higher than that Wonderful flight vrith which the 
" Dunoiad" concludes :'— 

" She comes, she comes ! the sable throne behoM t 
Of night primeral and of Chaos old ; 



^ '* He (Johnson) repei^to us, in his ibreible melodioat maimer, th^ ooneittdiig 
liaes of the * Donciad.' **— Boswbll. 
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• 
Before her, Fancy*8 gilded clouds decay. 

And all its varying rainbows die away ; 

Wii shoots in vain its momentary fires, 

The meteor drops, and in a flash expires. 

As, one by one, at dread Medea's strain 

The sick'ning stars fade off the ethereal plain ; 

As Argus* eye, by Hermes* wand oppressed, 

Closed one by one to everlasting rest ; — 

Thus, at her fell approach and secret might, 

Art after Art goes out, and all is night. 

See skulking Faith to her old cavern fled. 

Mountains of casuistiy heaped o'er her head ; 

Philosophy that leaned on Heaven before. 

Shrinks to her second cause and is no more. 

Religion, blushing, veils her sacred fires. 

And unawares Morality expires. 

No public flame, nor private, dares to shine,' 

Nor human spark is left, nor glimpse divine. 

Lo ! thy dread empire. Chaos, is restored. 

Light dies before thy uncreating word ; 

Thy hand, great Anarch, lets the curtain fall. 

And universal darkness buries idl."' . 

In these astonishing lines Pope reaches, I think, to the 
very greatest height which his sublime art has attained, 
and shows himself the equal of all poets of all times. It 
is the brightest ardour, the loftiest assertion of truth, the 
most generous wisdom, illustrated by the noblest poetio 
figure, and spoken in words the aptest, grandest^ and most 
harmonious. It is heroic courage speaking: a splendid 
declaration of righteous wrath and war. It is the gage 
flung down, and the silver trumpet ringing defiance to 
falsehood and tyranny, deceit, dulness, superstition. It is 
Truth, the champion, shining and intrepid, and fronting 

^ " Mr. Langton informed me that be once related to Johnson (on the authority 
of Spence), that Pope himself admired these lines so much that when he repeated 
them his voice faltered. 'And well it might, sir,' said Johnson, * for they are nobis 
iJncs.* **— J. Bo/JV^SLL, junior. 
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, ' ' • 

the great world-tyrant with armies of slaves at his back. 
It is a wonderful and victorious single combat, in that great 
battle which has always been waging since spciety began. 
In speaking of a work of consummate art one does not 
try to show what it is, for that were vain ; but what it is 
like, and what are the sensations produced in the mind of 
him who views it. And in Considering Pope^s admirable 
career j I am forced into similitudes drawn from other cour- 
age cmd greatness, and into comparing him with those who 
achieved triumphs in actual war. I think of the works of 
young Pope as I do of the actions of young Bonaparte or 
young Nelson. In their common life you will find frailties 
and meannesses, as great as the vices and follies of the 
meanest men. But in the presence of the great occasion, 
the great soul flashes out, and conquers transcendent. In 
thinking of the splendour of Pope's young victories, of his 
merit, unequalled as his renown, I hail and salute tiie 
achieving genius, and do homage to the pen of a Hero. 
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HOGARTH, SMOLLETT, AND FIELDING. 

I SUPPOSE as long as novels last and authors aim at in- 
teresting their public, there must always be in the story a 
virtuous and gallant hero, a wicked monster his opposite, 
and a pretty girl who finds a diampion ; bravery and vir- 
tue conquer beauty : and vice, after seeming to triumph 
through a certain number of pages, is sure to be discom- 
fited in the last volume, when justice overtakes him and 
honest folks come by their own. There never was perhaps 
a greatly popular story but this simple plot was carried 
through it: mere satfric wit is addressed to a class of read- 
ers and thinkers quite different to those simple souls who 
laugh and weep over the novel. I fancy very few ladies 
indeed, for instance, could lie brought to like <' Gulliver" 
heartily, and (puttiiig the coarseness and difference of 
manners out of the question) to relish the wonderful satire 
of ^^ Jonathan Wild." In that strange apologue, the au- 
thor takes for a hero the greatest rascal, coward, traitor, 
tyrant, hypocrite, that his wit and experience, both large 
in this matter, could enable him to devise or depict ; he 
accompanies this villain through all the actions of his life, 
with a grinning deference and a wonderful mock respect : 
and does not leave him, till he is dangling at the gallows, 
when the satirist makes him a low bow and wishes the - 
scoundrel good-day. 
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It was not by satire of this sort, or by scorn and con- 
tempt, that Hogarth achieved his vagt popularity and ao« 
quired his reputation/ His art is quite simple,' he speaks 



^ Coleridge speaks of the *' beautiful female feces'' in Hogarth's pictures, "in 
whom," he says, " the satirist never extinguished that love of beauty which be- 
longed to him as « poet." — The Friend. 

* "I was pleased with the reply of a gentleman^ who, being asked which book he 
••teemed most in his library, answered, * Shakspeare :' being asked which he es- 
t^med next best, replied, * Hogarth.' His graphic representations are indeed books : 
they have the teeming, fruitful, suggestive meaning of toords* ' Other pictures we 
look at-^his prints we read. . . . ^ • 

*< The quantity oi thought which Hogarth crowds into eveiy picture would almost 
uoTulgarise every subject which he might choose 

** 1 say not (hat all the ridiculous subjects of Hogarth have necessarily something 
in them to make us like them ; some are indifferent to us, some in their nature re- 
pulsive, and only made interesting by the wonderful skill and truth to nature in the 
painter; but I contend that there is in most of them that sprinkling of the better 
nature, which, like holy water, chases away and disperses the contagion of the bad. 
They have this in them, besides, that they bring us acquainted with the eveiy-day 
human face, — they give us skill to detect those gradations of sense and virtue 
(which escape the careless or fastidious observer) in the circumstances of the woild 
about us ; and prevent that disgust at common life, that t<Bdium quotidiananan for- 
fMrvMt which an unrestricted passion for ideal furms and beauties is in danger of 
producing. In this, as in many other thii^, they are analogous to ihs best novels 
of Smollett and Fielding." — Charles Lamb. 

" It has been observed that Hogarth's pictures are exceedingly unlike any other 
representations of the same kind of subjects — that they fonn a class, and have a 
character, peculiar to themselves. It may be worth while to consider in what this 
general distinction consists. 

** In the first place, they are, in the strictest sense, historical pictures ; and if 
what Fielding says be true, that his novel of ' Tom Jones' ought to be regarded as 
an epie prose-poem, because it contained a regular development of fable, manners, 
character, and passion, the compositions of Hogarth will, in like manner, be found 
to have a higher claim to the title of epic pictures than many which have. of late 
arrogated that denomination to themselves. When we say that Hogarth treated his 
subjects historically, we mean that his works represent the manners and humours 
of mankiud in action, and their characters by varied expression. Everything in his 
pictures has life and motion in it. Not only does the business of the scene never 
stand still, but every feature and muscle is put into full play ; the exact feeling of 
the HionYent is brought out, and carried to its utmost height, and then instantly 
seized and stamped on the canvass for ever. The expression is always taken en 
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popular parablefl to interest simple hearts, and toi* inspire 
them with pleasure or pity or warning and terror. Not 
one of his tales but is as easy as ^' Goody Two Shoes ;" it 
is the moral of Tommy was a naughty boy and the master 
flogged him, and Jaoky was a good boy and had plum 
cake, which pervades the whole works of the homely and 
famous English moralist. And if the moral is written in 
rather too large letters after the fable, we must remember 
how simple the scholars and schoolmaster both were, and 
like neither the less because they are so artless and honest. 
" It WHS a maxim of Dr. Harrison's,'* Fielding says in 
" Amelia," speaking of the benevolent divine and philoso- 
pher who represents the good principle in that novel-rr-" that 
no man can descend below hiniself, in doing any act which 
may contribute to protect an innocent person, or to bring 
a rogtte to the gallows" The lnoralists pf that age had 
no compunction you see ; they had not begun to be scep- 
tical about the theory of punbhment, and thought that the 
hanging of a thief was a spectacle for edification. Masters 
sent their^ apprentices, fathers took their children, to see 
Jack Shepp&rd or Jonathan Wild hanged, and it was as un- 
doubting subscribers to this moral law, that Fielding wrote 
and Hogarth painted. Except in one instance, where in thQ 
mad-house scene in the " Rake's Progiress," the girl whom 

passant, in a state of progress or change, and, as it were, at the salient point. . . : 
(iis figures are not like the back-ground on which they are painted : even the pic- 
tures on the wall have a peculiar look of their own. Again, with the rapidity, va- 
riety, and scope ot history, Hogarth^s heads have all the reality and correctness oi 
portraits. He gives the extremes of character and expression, but he gives them 
with perfect truth and accuracy. This is, in fact, what distinguishes his composi- 
tions from all others of the same kind, that they are equally remote from Caricature, 

and ftom mere still life His faces go to the very verge of caricature, and 

yet neT«r.(w6 beUeve in any single instance) go beyond it**— -Hazutt. 
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he has ruined is represented as still tending and weeping 
over him in his insanity, a glimpse of pity for' his rogues 
never seems to enter honest Hogarth's nrind. There's not 
tiie slightest douht in the hreast of the jolly Draco. 

The famous set of pictures called " Marriage a la Mbde," 
and which are exhibited at Marlborough House, in London, 
contains the most important and highly wrought of the 
Hogarth comedies. The care and method with which the 
moral grounds of these pictures are laid is as remarkable 
as the wit and skill of the observihg and dextorous artist.' 
He has to describe the negotiations for a marriage pending 
between the daughter of a rich citizen Alderman and young 
Lord Viscount Squanderfield, the dissipated son of a gouty 
old Earl. Pride and 4)omposity appear in every accessory 
surrounding the Earl. He sits in gold lace and velvet — 
as how should such an Earl wear anything but velvet and 
gold lace ? His coronet is everywhere :. on his footstool on 
which reposes one gouty toe turned out ; on the sconces 
and looking-glasses; on the dogs; on his lordship's very 
crutches ; on his great chair of state and the great balda- 
quin behind him ; under which he sits pointing majestical- 
ly to his pedigree, which shows that his race is sprung from 
the loins of William the Conquerer, and confronting the old 
Alderman from the City, who has mounted his sword for the 
occasion, and wears his Alderman's chain, and has brought 
a bag full of money, mortgage deeds, and thousand pound 
notes, for the arrangement of the transaction pending be- 
tween them. Whilst the steward (a methodist, therefore 
a hypocrite and cheat, for Hogarth scorned a papist and a 
dissenter^) is negotiating between the old couple, their chil- 
dren sit together, united but apart My lord is admiring 
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himself in tlie glass, while his bride is twiddling her mar- 
riage ring cai her pocket handkerchief; and listening with 
rueful countenance to Counsellor Silvertohgue, who has 
been drawing the settlements. The girl is pretty, but the 
painter, with a curious watchfulness, has taken care to give 
her a likeness to her father, aj^ in the young Viscount's face 
you see a resemblance to the Earl, his noble sire. The 
sense of the coronet pervades the picture^ as it is supposed 
to do the mind of its wearer. The pictures round the room 
are sly hints indicating the situation of the parties about 
to marry. A martyr, is led to the fire ; Andromeda is offer- 
ed to sacrifice ; Judith is going to slay Holofernes. There 
is the ancestor of the house (in the picture it is the Earl 
himself as a young man), with a comet over his head^ in- 
dicating that the career of the family is to be brilliant and 
brief. In the second picture, the old Lord must be dead, 
for Madam has now the Countess's coronet over her bed 
and toilet-glass, and sits listening to that dangerous Coun- 
sellor Silvertongue, whose portrait now actually hangs up 
in her room, whilst the counsellor takes his ease on the sofa 
by her side, evidently the familiar of the house and the 
confidant of the mistress. My lord takes his pleasure else- 
where than at home, whither he return* jaded and tipsy 
from the Rose, to find his wife yawning in her drawing- 
room, her whist-party over, and the daylight streaming in ; 
or he amuses himself with the very worst company abroad, 
whilst his wife sits at home listening to foreign singers, or 
wastes her money at auctions, or, worse still, seeks amuse- 
ment at masquerades. The dismal end is known. My 
lord dra^s upon the counsellor, who kills h'm, and is Ap- 
prehended whilst endeavouring to escape. My lady goes 
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back perforce to the Alderman in the City, and faints upon 
reading Counsellor Silvertongue'« dying speech at Tyburn, 
where the counsellor has been exeout<5d for sending his lord- 
ship out of the world. Moral : — Don't listen to evil silver- 
tongued counsellors : don't marry a man for his rank, or a 
woman for her money :. don't frequent foolish auctions and 
masquerade balls unknown to your husband : don't have 
wicked companion^^^abroad and neglect your wife, otherwise 
you \rill be run through the body, and nlin will en^ue, and 
disgiace, and Tyburn. The people are all naughty, and 
Boge J carries them all off. 

In the " Rake's Progress," a loose life is ended by a sim- 
ilar 1 id catastrophe. It is the spendthrift coming into pos- 
sessl n of the wealth of the paternal miser; the prodigal 
sunv nnded by flatterers, and wasting his substance on the 
roiy worst company ; the bailiffs, the gambling-house, and 
Bedam for an end. In the famous story of Industry and 
Idlciiess, the moral is pointed in a manner similarly clear. 
Fair-haired Frank Groodchild smiles at his work, whikt 
aaughty Tom Idle snores over tis loom. Frank reads the 
edifying ballads of Whittington and the London 'Prentice ; 
whilst that reprobate Tom Idle prefers Moll Flanders, and 
drinks hugely of beer. Prank goes to church of a Sunday, 
and warbles hymns from th6 gallery ; while Tom lies on a 
tomb -stone outside playing at halfpenny -under -the -hat, 
with street blackguards, and deservedly caned by the bea- 
dle, Frank is made overseer of the business, whilst Tom is 
sent to sea. Frank is taken into partnership atid marries 
his master's daughter, sends out broken victuals to the poor, 
and listens in his night-cap and gown, with the lovely Mrs, 
G-oodohild by his side, to the nuptial music of the City 
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bcmds and the marrow-bones and cleavers ; whilstidle Tom, 
returned from sea, shuddera in a garret ledt tlie officers are 
ootning to take him for picking pockets. The Worshipfai 
Francis Goodchild. Esq., becomes Sheriff of London, and 
partakes of the most splendid dinners which money can 
jmrchase or Alderman devour ; whilst poor l?om is taken 
up in a njght cellar, with that one-eyed and disreputable 
accomplice who first taiight him to play chuck-farthing on 
a Sunday. What happens next ? Tom is brought up be* 
fore tlie justice of his country, in the person of Mr. Alder- 
man Goodchild, who weeps as he recognises his old l»r6th- 
er ^prentice, as Tom's one-eyed friend peaches on him, and 
the clerk makes out the poor rogue's ticket for Newgate 
Then the end comes. Tom goes to Tyburn in a oart with 
k coffin in it ; whilst the Right Honourable Francis Good* 
child, Lord Mayor of London, proceeds to his Mansion 
House in bis gilt coach, with four fi)otmen and a sword- 
bearer ; whilst the Companies of London march in the 
august procession ; whilst the traitibands of- the City fire 
their pieces and get drunk in his honour; and oh! crown- 
ing delight and glory of all^ whilst his Majesty the ESng 
looks out from his royal balcony, with his ribbon on his 
breast^ and bis Q,ueen and bis star by his side, at tlie cor- 
ner house of St. Paul's Churgh-yard, where tiie toy-shop k 
now. 

How the times have changed ! The new Post-offioe now 
not disadvantageoiisly occupies that fipot where the 8caf« 
folding is in the piclxire, where the tipsy trainband-man 
is lurching against the post, with his wig over one eye, and 
the 'prentioe»-boy is trying to kiss the pretty girl in the gal- 
lery^ Past away 'prentice boy and pretty girl ! Past away 

I 
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tipsy trainband^man with wig and bandolier \ On the spot 
where Tom Idle (for whom I have an unaffected pity) made 
his exit from this wicked world, and where you see the 
hangman smoking his pipe as he reclines on the gibbet 
and views the hills of Harrow or Hampstead beyond — a 
splendid marble arch, a vast and modem city— crean, airy, 
painted drab, populous with nursery-maids and children, 
the abodes of wealth and comfort — ^the elegant, the pros- 
perous, the polite Tyburnia rises, the most respectable dis- 
trict in the habitable globe ! 

In that last plate of the London Apprentices, in which 
the apotheosis of the Right Honourable Francb G-oodohild 
is drawn, a ragged fellow is represented in the comer of 
the simpla kindly piece, offering for sale a broadside, pur- 
porting to contain an account of the appearance of the ghost 
of Tom Idle, executed at Tyburn. Could Tom's ghost have 
made its appearance in 1800, and not in 1747, what changes 
would have been remarked by that astonished escaped crim- 
inal ! Over that road which the hangman used to travel 
constantly, and the Oxford stage twice a week, go ten thou- 
sand carriages every day : over yonder road, by which Dick 
Turpin fled to Windsor, and Squire Western joumeyed into 
town, when he came to take up his quarters at the Hercu- 
les Pillars on the outskirts of London, what a rush of civil- 
isation and order flows now ! What armies of gentlemen 
with umbrellas march to bank^, and chambers, and count- 
ing-houses ! What regiments of nursery«maids and pretty 
infantry ; what peaceful processions of policemen, what 
light broughams^ and what gay carriages, what swarms of 
busy aj^rentices and artificers, riding on omnibus-roofs, 
pass daily and hourly ! Tom, Idle's times are quite changed : 
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many of the institutions gone into disuse which' wore ad- 
mired in his day. There's more pity and kindness and a 
better chance for poor Tom's successors now than at that 
simpler period when Fielding hanged him and Hogarth drew 
him. 

Tto the student of history, these admirahle works 'must 
be invaluable, as they give us tiie most complete and tt:uth- 
ful picture of the manners, and even the tiioughts, of the 
past century. We look, and see pass before us the England 
of a hundred years ago-— the peer in his drawing-room, the 
lady of fashion in her apartment, foreign singers surround* 
ing her, and the chamber filled with gew-gaws in the mode 
of that day ; the church, with its quaint florid^arohitecture 
and singing congregation ; the parson with his great wig, 
and the beadle with his cane : all these are represented be^ 
fore us, and we are sure of the truth of the portrait. We 
see how the Lord Mayor dines in state ; how the prodigal 
drinks • and sports at the bagnio ; how the poor girl beats 
hemp in Bridewell; how the thief divides his booty and 
drinks his punch at the night-cellar, and how he finishes 
his career at the gibbet. We may depend upon the perfect 
accuracy of these strange and varied portraits of the bygone 
generation: we see one of Walpole's members of Parliament 
cheered after his election, and the lieges celebrating ike 
event, and drinking confusion to the Pretender: we see 
the grenadiers and trainbands of the City marching out to 
meet the enemy ; and have before us, with sword and fire- 
lock, and white Hanoverian horse embroidered on the cap, 
the very figures of the men who ran away with Johnny 
Cope, and who conquered at CuUoden. The Yorksliire 
waggon rolls ijlto the inn-yard ; the country parson, in his 
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jaok-boots, and lus bands and short oassoek, 4X>mes trotting 
into town, and wo fancy it is Parson Adams, with his ser- 
mons in his pooket. The Salisbury fly sets forth from the 
<Ad Angel — ^yon see the passengers entering the great heavy 
vehicle, up the wooden steps, their hats tied down with 
handkerchiefs over their faces, and under their arms, sword, 
hanger, and case-bottle; the landlady— apoplectic with the 
liquors in her own bar — is tugging at tiie beU ; the hundi- 
backed postilicni — he may have ridden the leaders to Hum- 
phry Clinker — ^is begging a gratuity ; the miser is grum- 
bling at the bill ; Jack of the Centurion lies on the top of 
the clumsy vehicle, with a soldier by his side — ^it may be 
Smollet's Jack Hatchway— -it has a likeness to Lismahago. 
You see the suburban fair and the strolling company of act- 
ors ; the pretty milkmaid singing under the windows of 
the enraged French musician — ^it is such a girl as Steele 
(Alarmingly described in Ae " Gruardian,'* a few years be- 
fore this date, singing under Mr. Ironside's window in Shire* 
lane, her pleasantcarol of a May momiiig. . You see noble- 
men and blacklegs bawling and betting in the Cockpit; 
you see G^rdck as he was arrayed in King" Richard; 
Macheath and Polly in tl^ dresses which tiiey wore when 
they charmed our ancestors, and when noblemen in blue 
r^bons sat on the stage and listened to their delightful 
music You see the ragged French soldiery, in their white 
ooats and o(M}kades, at Calais Gat^^— they are of the regi- 
ment, very likely, which friend Roderick Random joined 
before he was rescued by his preserver Monsieur de Strap, 
witih whom he fought on the famous day of Dettingen. 
You jsee the judges on the bench; the audience laughing 
in the pit ; the student in the Oxford theatre ; tiie citizen 
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on his oonntry walk ; yon see Bronghton the I>oxer, Sarah 
Italoolm the murderess, Simon Lovat the traitor, John 
Wilkes the demagogue, leering at you with that squint 
which has become historical, and with that face whidi, 
ugly as it ^as, he said he could make as captivating to 
womaii as the countenance of the handsomest beau in 
town. All these sights and people are with you. .After 
looking in the " Bake's Progress" at Hogarth's picture of 
St. James's Falaoe-gate, you may people the street, but 
little altered within these hundred years, with the gilded 
carriages and thronging chairmen that bore the courtiers 
your ancestors to Q^ueen Caroline's drawing-room more tKan 
a hundred years ago. 

What manner of n^ian^ was he who executed these por- 

Hogarth (whose family name was HogtirtX was the grandson of a Westmoreland 
jeoman. His father came to London, and was an authorand schoolmaster. Will- 
iam was born in 1698 (accolding.to the most probable conjecture), in the puish of 
St. Martin, Ludgate. He was eai apprenticed to an engVaver of arms on plate. 
The following touchto are from h.« iineodotes of Himself. (Edition of 1833.) 

" As I had naturally a good •eye, and a fondness for drawing, shows of all sorts 
gare me uncommon pleasure when an iniismt ; and mimicry; common to all children, 
was remarkable in me. An early access to a neighbouring painter drew my atten- 
tion £fom play y and I was, at every possible q^portunity, employed in midung draw- 
ings. I picked up an acquaintance of the same turn, and soon learnt to draw the 
alphabet with great correctness. My exercises, when at school, were more remark- 
able for the ornaments which adorned them, than for the exercise itself. In tiie 
fonner, I soon found that blockheads with better memories could much surpasa me ; 
oat for the latter I was particularly distinguished. . . . . 

** I thought it still mote unlikely that by pursuing the common method, and copy- 
ing old drawings, I could ever attain the power of making itew designs, which was 
my irst and greatest ambition.. I therefore endeavoured to habituate myself to the 
exercise of a sort of technical memory ; and by repeating in my own mind the parts 
of which objects were coropos)Bd, I could by degrees combine and put them down 
with my pencil. Thus, with all the drawbacks which resulted from the ^roum- 
stances I have mentioned, I had one material advantage over my< competitors, vis., 
the early habit I thus acquired of retainmg in my mind's eye, without coldly copy 
ing it on the spot, whatever I intended to imitate. 
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traits— so various, so faithful, and so admirable ? In the 
London National G-allery most of us have seen the best and 

^'The instant I became master of my own time, I detennined to qualify myself 
lor engraving on copper. In this I readily got employment ; and frontispieces to 
books, such as prints to * Hudibras,' in twelyes, &c. soon brought me into the way. 
But the tribe of booksellers remained as my father had left diem .... which put 
me upon publishing on my own account. But here again I had to encounter a 
monopoly of printsellers, equally mean and destructive to the ingenious ; for the 
first plate I published, called ' The Taste of the Town,' in which the reigning follies 
were lashed, had no sooner begun to take a run, than I found copies of it in the 
print-shops, vending at half-price, while the original prmts were returned to me 
again, and I was thus obliged to sell the plate for whatever these pirates pleased to 
give me, as there was no pla^e of sale but at their shops. Owing to this, and other 
circumstances, by engnving, until I was near thirty, I could do little noore tiaok 
maintain myself; but even thetif I woe a punctual paymaster, 

** I then married, and — 

XBut WilHam is gping too fast here. He made * a stolen uniod* on March 23, 
1729, wi^ Jane, daughter of Sir James Thomhill, seijeant-painter. For some 
time Sir James kept his heart and his purse-strings close, but * soon after became 
both reconciled and generous to the young coaplc^-^Hogarth^a Wark»f by Nichols 
and Steevens, vol. t. p. 44.} 

*<-^-conunenced painter of small Conversation Pieces, from twelve to fifteen inches 
high. This being a novelty, succeeded for a few years." 

(About this time Hogarth had aummer-lodgings at South Lambeth, and did all 
kinds of work, " embellishing" the " Spring Gardens" at " Vauxhall," and the like. 
In 1731, he published a satirical plate against Pope, founded on the well-known im* 
putation against him of his having satirised the Duke of Chandos under the name 
of Timon, in his poem on Taste. The plate represented a view of Burlington 
House with Pope whitewashing it, and bespattering the Duke of Chandos*s coach. 
Pope made no retort, and has never mentioned Hogarth.) 

<* Before i had done anything of much consequence in this walk, I entertained 
some hopes of succeeding in what the puffera in book^all TheOreat Sfylt ofHtM- 
tory Painting ; so that without having had a stroke oPthis grand business before,. I 
quitted small portraits and fiifaiiliar conversations, and with a smile at my own te- 
merity, commenced history-painter, and on a great staircase at St. Bartholomew's 
Hospital painted two Scripture stories, the * Pool of Bethesda' and the * Good Sa- 
maritan,' with features seven feet high. . . . But as religion, the great promoter of 
this style in other countries, rejected it in England, I was unwilling to sink into a 
portrait manufacturer ; and still, ambitious of being singular, dropped all expecta- 
tions of advantage from that source, and returned to the pursuit of my former deal* 
Chgs with the public at large. ^ 

^^ As to portrait-painting, the chief branch of the art by which a painter can pte« 
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most carefaUy finished series of his comic paintings, and 
the portrait of his own honest face, of which the bright blue 

enre himself a ^lerable livelihood, and the-only one by which a lover of money can 
get a fortune ; a man of very moderate talents may have great success in it, as the 
artifice and address of a mercer is infinitely more useful than the abilities of a 
painter. By the manner in which the present race of professors in England con- 
duct it, that also becomes still life." 

* * . * * * * * 

" By this inundation of foUy.and puff" {JU hat betn speaking of the euoeee* of Vanr 
loo, who came ever here m 1737), " I must confess I was much disgusted, and determ- 
ined to tiy if by any means I could stem the torrent, and by opposing end it. I 
langfaed at the pretensions of these quacks in colouring, ridiculed their productions 
ts feeble and contemptible, and asserted that it required neither taste nor talents 
to excel dieir most popular performances. This interference excited much enmity, 
because, as my opponents told me, my studies were in another way. You talk, 
added they, with ineffable contempt of portrait-p&inting ; if it is so easy a task, why 
do not you convince the world by painting a portrait jrourself ? Provoked at this 
language, I one day, at the Academy in St. Martin's, Lane, put the following ques- 
tion : Supposing any man, at this time, were to paint a portrait as well as Vandyke, 
would it be seen or acknowledged, and could the artist enjoy the benefit or acquire 
the reputation due to his performance ? 

<' They asked me in reply. If I could paint one as well ? and I iirankly answered, 
I believed I could 

" Of the mighty talents said to be requisite for portrait-painting, I had not the nKMit 
exalted opinion." 

Let us now hear him on the question of the Academy : — 

** To pester the tiiree great estates of the empire, about twenty or thirty students 
drawing after a man or a horse, appears, as must be acknowledged, foolish enough : 
but the real motive is, that a few bustling chaiacters, who have access to people of 
rank, think they can thus get a superiority over their brethren, be appointed to 
place, and have salaries as in France, for telling a lad when a leg or an arm is too 
long or too short. 

" France, ever aping the magnificence of other nations, has in its turn assumed a 
foppish kind of splendour sufficient to dazzle the eyes of the neighbouring states, 
and draw vast sums of money from this country 

** To return to our Royal Academy ; I am told that one of their leading objects will 
be, sending young men abroad to study the antique statues, for such kind of studies 
may sometimes improve an exalted genius, but they will not create it ; and what 
ever has been the cause, this same travelling to Italy has, in several instances that 
I have seen, reduced the student from nature, and led him to paint marble figures, 
in which he has availed himself of the great works of antiquity, as a coward does 
when he puts on the armour of an Alexander ; for, with similar pretensions and 
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eye9 shine out from the oanvass and give you an idea of 
tihat keen and brave look with which William Hogarth re« 
garded the world. No man was ever less of a hero; you 
see him before yon, and can fancy what he Was— ft jovial, 

dDikriruiity, tlie pMBter snppotet be^Mllbe adond as a Meond RaphMl Ur* 
Wno.** 

We mutt Bow bear him on Kit ** Sigismunda :** — 

'^ As the moat rloleflt aikl Timlent abuse tbiewn on * Sigiamanda' waa from a set 
of miscreants, with wbom I am prood of baring been erer at war, 1 mean tbe es^ 
pounders of tbe mysteries of old pictures, I hare been sometimes told tbey were be* 
aeath my notice. This is trae of them individually, but as they have access to 
people of lank, who seem as happy in being cheated as these merekamta are in cheat- 
ing them, they hare a power of doing much misdiief to a modern artist. However 
mean the vendor of poisons the mineral is destmctive :7-to me its operation was 
tnmblesome enough. HI nature spread so fast that now was the time for evefy lii- 
tle dog in the profession to bark !" 

Next comes a characteristic account of hia ceotroverqr with '^^^Uiiss and 
ChurchiU. 

** The stagnation rendered it necessary that I ahould do some timtd thing, to r»- 
oover my lost time, and stop a gap in ray income. Thia drew forth my print of 
*The Times,* a subject which tended to the restoration of peace and unanimity, 
and put the opposers of these humane otijects in a light which gave great oflence 
to those who were trying to fon»ent disaffection in tbe minds ofthe^pulace. One 
of the most notorious of them, till now my iner»d and flatterer, attacked me in a 
'North Briton,* in so infamous and malign a style, that he himself, when pushed 
even by his best friends, was driven to so poor an excuse as to say he was drunk 
when he wrote it 

''This renowned patriot's portrait, drawn like as I could as to features, and 
marked with some indications of his mind, fully answered my purpose. Tht ridic- 
ulous was apparent to every eye ! A Brutus ! A saviour of his country with such 
an aspect— was so arrant a farce, that though it gave rise to much laughter in the 
]ookersK>n, galled both him and his adherents to the bone. . . . 

** Churchill, Wilkes's toad-echo, put the * North Briton' into verM, in an Epistle 
to Hogarth ; but as the abuse was precisely the same, except a little poetical 
heightening, which goes for nothing, it made no impression However, hav- 
ing an old plate by me, with some parts ready, sUch as the back-ground and a dog» 
I began to consider how I could turn so much work laid aside to some account, and 
so patched up a print of MaiBter Churehill in the character of a Bear. The pleasure 
and pecuniary advantage whidi I derived from these two engravings, together with 
occasionally riding on horseback, restored me to as much health as canbs expected 
at my time of life.** 
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honest, London citizen, stout and sturdy ; a hearty, plain- 
spoken man,^ loving his laugh, his friends, his glass, his 
roast-beef of Old England, and having a prefer bourgeois 
soorn for French frogs, for mounseers, and wooden shoes 
in general, for foreign fiddlers, foreign singers, and, above 
all, for foreign painters, whom he held in the most amusing 
contempt. 

It must have been great fim to hear him rage against 
Correggio and the Carracoi ; to watch him thump the ta- 
ble and snap his fingers and say, << Historical painters be 
hanged ; here's the man that will paint against any of them 
for a hundred pounds. Correggio's ^ Sigismunda !' Look 
at Bill Hogarth's < Sigismunda ;' look at my altar-piece at 
St. Mary IRedcliffe, Bristol; look at my <Faul before Fe- 
lix,' and see whether I'm not as good as the best of 
them."* ^ 

^ " It happened in the early part pf Hogarth's life, that a nobleman who was un- 
commonly ugly and deformed came t6 sit to him for his picture. It was executed 
with a skill that did honour to the artist's abilities ; but the likeness was rigidly 
obseiTed, without even the necessary attention to compliment or flattery. The- 
peer, disgusted at this counterpart of himself, neYer once thought of paying for ar«* 
flection that would only disgust him with its deformitfes. Some time was suffered 
to elapse before the artist applied for his money ; but afterwards many applications 
were made by him (who had then no need of a banker) f6r pajrment, without suc- 
cess. The painter, however, at last hit upon an expedient It was couched 

in the following card : — 

'* * Mr. Hogarth's dutiful respects to Lord , Finding that he does not mean 

to have the picture which was drawn for him, is informed again of Mr. Hogarth's 
necessity for the money. If, therefore, his Lordship does not send for it in three 
dajrs, it will be disposed of, with the addition of a tail, and some other little append- 
ages, to Mr. Haie, the fiimous wild beast man r Mr. Hogarth having given tiiat gen- 
tleman a conditional promise of it, for an exhibition-picture, on his Lordsnip's re> 
fosal.' 

** This intnnation had the desired effect."— WorX^t by NichoU and Sttvtm, vol- 
Lp.25. 

* Gairiok himself was not more ductile to flattery. A word in fitvour of * Sigie 

12 
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Posterity has not quite oonfirmed honest Hogarth's opin- 
ion abput his talents for the sublime. Although Swift 
could not see the diiS3rence between tweedle-dee and twee- 
dle-dum, posterity has not shared the Dean's oontempt for 
Handel; the world hag discovered a difference between 
tweedle-dee and tweedle-dum, and given a hearty applause 
and admiration to Hogarth, too, but not exactly as a paint- 
er of scriptural subjects, or as a rival of Correggio. It 
does not take away from one's liking for the man, or from 
the moral of his story, or the humour of it, from one's ad- 
miration for the prodigious merit of his performances, to 
remember that he persisted to the last in believing that 
the world was in a conspiracy against him with respect to 
his talents as an historical painter, and that a set of mis- 
creants, as he called them, were employed to run his genius 
down. They say it was Listen's firm belief, that he was 
a great and neglected tragic actor ; they say that every one 
of us believes in his heart, or would like to have others bje- 
lieve, that, he is something which he is not. One of the 



munda* might have commanded a proof-print or forced an original print out of our 
artist's hands." ..... 

" The following authenticated itorjr of our artist (furnished by the late Hr. Bel- 
chier, F.R.S., a suigeon of eminence) will also serve to show how much more easy 
it is to detect ill-placed or hyperix>Iical adulation respecting others, than when ap- 
plied to ourselyes. Hogarth, being at dinner with the great Cheselden and some 
other company, was told that Mr. John Preke, surgeon of St BarthoIomeValios- 
pita], a few evenings before at Dick's Coffee-houset 4iad asserted that Greene was 
as eminent in composition as HandeL * That fellow Freke,' replied Hogarth, ^is 
always shooting his bolt absurdly, one^ way or another. Handel is a giant in mu> 
sic ; Greene only a light Florimel kind of a composer.' * Ay,' says our artist's in- 
formant, * but at the same time Mr. Freke declared you were as good a portrait- 
painter as Vandyck.' ' TVtere he was right,' adds Hogarth, * and so, by G , I am, 
give me my time and let me choose my subject." — Wtk» by NichoU and StMttmt^ 
vol i. pp. 236, 237. 
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most notorious of the '^ miscreants,'' Hogarth says, was 
Wilkes, who assailed him in the " North Briton ;" the other 
was CharohiU, who put the " North Briton" attack into 
heroic verse, and published his "Epistle to Hogarth.'' 
Hogarth replied by that caricature of Wilkes, in which 
the patriot still figures before us, with his Satanic grin and 
squint, and by a caricature of Churchill, in which he is 
represented as a bear with b staiT, on which, lie the first, 
lie the second, lie the tenth, is engraved in unmistake- 
able letters. , There is very littla mistake about honest 
Hogarth's satire : if he has to paint a man with his throat 
out, he dTSLW§ him with his head almost off; and he tried 
to do the same for his enemies in this little controversy. 
*' Having an old plate by me," says he, "with some pairts 
ready, such as the background, and a dog, I began to con- 
sider how I could turn so much work laid aside to some 
account, and so patched up a print of Master Churchill, in 
the character of a bear; the pleasure and pecuniary ad- 
vantage which I derived from these two engravings, to- 
gedxer with occasionally riding on horseback, restored me 
to as much health as I can expect at my time of life." 

And so be concludes his queer little book of AnecdoteS| 
"I have gone through the circumstances of a life which 
till lately passed pretty much to my own satisfaction, and 
I hope in no respect injurious to any other man. This I 
may safely assert, that I have done my best to make those 
about me tolerably happy, and my greatest enemy cannot 
say I ever did an intentional injury. What may follow, 
God knows." 

A queer account still exists of a holiday jaunt taken by 
Hogarth and four friends of his, who set out, like the re- 
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doubted Mr. Pickwick and his companicms, but just a 
hundred years before those heroes ; and made an excursion 
to Gravesend, Rochester, Sheemess, and adjacent places.^ 
One of the gentlemen noted down the proceedings of the 
journey, lor which Hogarth and a brother artist made 
drawings. The book is chiefly curious at this moment 
from showing the citizen life of those days, and the rough, 
jolly style of merriment, not of the five companions mere- 
ly, but of thousands of jolly fellows of th6ir time. Ho- 
garth and his friends quitting the Bedford Arms, Govent 
Garden, with a song, took water to Billingsgate, exchang- 
ing compliments with the bargemen as they went down 
the river. At Billingsgate, Hoggirth made "a caracatura** 
of a facetious porter, called th^ Duke of Puddledock, who 
agreeably entertained the party with the humours of the 
place. Hence they took a Gravesend boat for themselves; 
had straw to lie upon, and a tilt over their heads^ they say, 
and went down the river at night; sleeping and singing 
jdly choruses. 

They arrived at Gravesend at nit, when they washed 
their faces and hands, and had their wigs powdered. Then 
they sallied forth for Rochester on foot, and drank by the 
way three pots of ale. At one o'clock they went to dinner 
with excellent port, and a quantity more beer, and after- 
wards Hogarth and Scott played at hopscotx>h in the tovm 
hall. It would appear that they slept most of them in one 
room, and the chronicler of the party describes them all 
-as waking at seven o'clock, and telling each other theii 
dreams. You have rough sketches by Hogarth of the in- 

^ He made this exeunion in 1732, his companions being John Thomhill (son ol 
Sir James), Scott the landsei4>e-paiBter, Toihall, and Forrest^ 
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oidents of this holiday excursion* The sturdy little paiat- 
elr is seen sprawling over a plank to a boat at Oravesend ; 
the whole company are represented in one design, in a fish- 
erman's room> where they had all passed the night. One 
gentleman in a night-cap is shaving himself ; another is 
being shaved by the fisherman ; a third, with a handker- 
chief over, his bald pate, is taking his breakfast ; and Ho- 
garth is sketching the whc^e scene. 

They describe at night how they returned to their quar- 
ters, drank to their friends, as usual, emptied several cans 
of good flip, all singing merrily. 

It is a jolly party of tradesmen engaged at highjinks. 
ThesQ were the manners and pleasures of Hogarth, of his 
time very likely, of men not very refined, but honest and 
merry. It is a brave London citizen, with John Bull hab- 
its, prejudices, and pleasures.* 



' *<Dr. Johmon made four lines ^nce, on the death of poor Hogarth, which were 
ttpuHj true and pleasing : I know not why Garrick's were preferred to them :— 
" * The hand of him here torpid lies, 
That drew th' essential forms of grace ; 
Here closed in death, th' attentive eyes, 
That saw ^e manners in the face.* 

Kr. Hogarth, among the variety of kindnesses shown to me when I was too 
young to have a proper sense of them, was used to be veiy earnest that I should 
obtain the acquaintance, and if possible, the frieiulship of Dr. Johnson , whose con- 
versation was, to the tidk of other men, like Titian*^ painting compared to Hud- 
ton's, he said : *but don't you tell people now that I say so (continued he) for the 
connoisseurs and I are at war, you know ; and beca^ise I hate Mem, they think I 

hate Ttttanp-Hmd let them ! Of D^. Johnson, when my father and he were 

talking about him one day, 'That man (says Hogarth) is not contented with believ- 
ing the Bible ; but he fairly resolves, I think, to believe nothing but the Bible. 
Johnson (added he), though so wise a fellow, is more like King David than King 
Solomon, for he says in his haste, all men are liare.* " — Mrs. Piozzi. 

Hogarth died on the 26th of OctoberrI764. The day before his death, ke was 
removed from his villa at Chiswiok to Leicester Fields, *' in a very weak 9omdildMk, 
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Of Smollett's i^ssociates, and manner of life, the author 
of the admirable "Humphrey Clinker" has given us an 
interesting aoeount, in that most amusing of novels/ 

jret remarkably cheerful.** He had just received an agreeable letter from Frank- 
lin. He lies buried at Chiswick. 

^ TO SIB WAtEIN PHILLIPS, BART., OT JBSUS COLLKOB, OXON. 

" Deab Phillips, — In my last, I mentioned my having spent an evening with a 
society of authors, who seemed to be jealous apd afraid of one another. My uncle 
was not at all surprised to hear me say I was disappointed in their conversation. 
* A man may be very entertaining and instructive upon paper,* said he, *«nd exceed- 
ingly dull in common discourse. I have observed, that those who shine most in pri- 
vate company are but secondary stars in the constellation of genitls. A small stock 
of ideas is more easily managed, and sooner displayed, thann great quantity crowd 
ed together. There is very seldom anything extraordinary in the appearance and 
address of a good writer; whereas ^ dull author generally distin^ishes himself by 
some oddity or extravagance. For this reason I fancy that an assembly of Grubs 
must be very diverting.* 

" My curiosity being excited by this hint, I consulted my friend Dick Ivy, who 
undertook to gratify it the very next day, which was Sunday last. He carried me 
to dine with S — , whom you and I have long known by his writings. , He lives in 
the skirts of the town ; and every Sunday his house is open to all unfortunate 
brothers of the quill, whom he treats with beef, pudding, and potatoes, port, punch* 
and Calvert*s entire butt beer. He has fixed upon the first day of the week for the 
exercise of his hospitality, because some of his guests could not enjoy it on any 
other, for reasons that I need not explain. I was civilly received in a plain, yet 
decent habitation, which opened backwards into a very pleasant garden, kept in 
excellent order ; and, indeed, I saw none of the outward signs of authorship either 
in the house or the landlord, who is .one of those few writers of the age that stand 
upon their own foundation, without patronage, and above dependence. If there 
was nothing characteristic in the entertainer, the company made ample amends for 
lus want of singularity. 

"At two ih the afternoon, I found niyself one often messmates seated at table ; 
and I question if the whole kingdom could produce such another assemblage of 
originals. Among their peculiarities, I do not mention those of dress, which may 
be purely accidental. What struck ine were oddities originally produced by affec* 
tation, and afterwards confirmed by haMt. One of them wore spectacles at dinner, 
. and another his hat flapped ; though (as Ivy told me) the first was noted for having 
a seaman*8 eye, when a bailiff was in the wind ; and the other was never known 
to labour under any weakness or defect of vision, except about five years ago, when 
he was complimented with a couple of black eyes by a player, with whom he had 
quarrelled in his drink. A third wore a laced stocking, and made use of crutches, 
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I hsLve no: doubt that the above picture is as faithful a 
one aa any from the pencil of his kindred humouristi Ho- 
garth. 

because, once in his life, he had been laid up with a broken leg, though no man 
could leap over a stick with baore agility. A fourth had contracted such an antip- 
athy to the country, that he insisted upon sitting with his^back towards the win- 
dow that looked into the garden ; and when a, dish of cauliflower was set upon the 
table, he snuffed up volatile salts to keep him from fainting ; yet this delicate per- 
son was the son of a cottager, bom under a hedge, and had many years run wild 
among asses on a common. A fifth affected distraction : when spoke to, he always 
answered from the purpose. Sometimes he suddenly started up, and rapped out a 
dreadful oath ; sometimes he burst out i^ laughing ; then he folded his arms and 
tighed ; and tlien he hissed like fifty seipents. 

" At first I really thought he was mad ; and, as he sat near me, began to be under 
some misapprehensions for my own safety; when our landlord, perceiving me 
alarmed, assured me aloud that I had nothing t6 fear. * The gentleman,' said he, 
' is trying to act a part for which he is by no means qualified : if he had all the in- 
clination in the world, it is not ia bis power to be mad ; his spirits are too flat to be 
kindled into phrenzy.' * Tis no bad p-p-puff, ho w-owever,* observed a person in a 
tarnished laced coat : * aff-ffected m-madness w-will p-pass for w-wit w-with nine- 
ninet-teen out of t-twenty.* * An affected stuttering for humour,* replied our land- 
lord ; * though, God knows ! there ia no affinity betwixt them.' It seems, this wag, 
after having made some abortive attempts in plain speal^ing, had recourse to this 
defect, by means of which he frequently extorted the laugh of the company, without 
the least expense of genius ; and that imperfection, which he had at first counter 
feited, was now become so habitual that he could not lay it aside. 
. " A certain vvinking genius, who wore yellow gloves at dinner, bad, on his first 
introduction, taken such offenpe at S — , because he looked ancf talked, and ate and 
drank, like any other man, that he spoke contemptuously of his understanding ever 
after, and never would repeat his vbit, until he had exhibited the following proof of 
tiis caprice. Wat Wy vil, the podt, having made some unsuccessful advances towards 
an intimacy with S — i at last gave him to understand, by a third person, that he had 
written a poem in his praise, and a satire against his person : that if he would ad- 
mit him to his house, the first should be inmiediately sent to press ; but that if he 
oersisted in declining his friendship, he would publish the satire without delay. 
S — replied, that he looked upon Wyvil's panegyric sis, in effect, a species of in* 
famy, and would resent it accordingly with a good cudgel ; but if he published the 
satire, he might deserve his compassion, and had nothing to fear from his revenge. 
Wyvil having considered the alternative, resolved to mortify S — by printing the 
oanegyric, for which he received a sound drubbing. Then he swore the peace 
agaiiMk the aggressor, who, in order to avoid a prosecution at law, admitted him Ur 
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We have before us, and painted by hb own hand, Tobias 
Smollett, the manly, kindly, honest and irascible; worn 

his good graces. It was the singularity in S— 's conduct, on this occasion, that rec« 
onciled him to the yellgw-gloved philosopher, who owned he had some genius ; 
and from that period cultivated hb acquaintance. 

** Curious to know upon what subjects the several talents of my fellow>guest» 
were employed, I applied to my communicative friend Dick Ivy, who gave me to 
understand that most of them were, or had been, understrappers, or journeymen, to 
mora creditable authors, for whom they translated, collated, and compiled, in the 
business of book-making ; and that all of them had, at different times, laboured in 
the service of our landlord, though they had now set up for themselves in various 
departments of literature^ Not only their talents, but also their nations and dia- 
lects, Were so various, that our conversation resembled the confusion of tongues at 
Babel. We had the Irish brogue, ihe Scotch accent, and foreign idiom, twanged 
off by the itaost discordant vociferation ; for as they all spoke together, ho man had 
any chance to be heard, unless he could bawl louder than his fellows. It must be . 
owned, however, there was nothing pedantic in their discourse ; they carefully 
avoided all learned disquisitions, and endeavoured to be facetious : "nor did. their 
endeavours always miscarry ; some droll repartee passed, and much laughter was 
excited ; and if any individual lost his temper so far as to transgress the bounds of 
decorum, he was effectually checked by the master of the feast, who exerted a soxt 
of paternal authority over this irritable tribe. 

**The mo^t learned philosopher of the whole collection, who had been expelled 
the universi^ for athc^sm^ has made great progress in a refutation of Lord Boling- 
broke's metaphysical works, which is said to be equally ingenious and orthodox: 
but, in the mean time, he has been ptesented to the grand jury as a public nuisance 
for having blasphemed in lUi alehouse on the Lord's -day. The Scotchman gives 
lectures on the pronunciation of the English language, which he is now publishing 
by subscription. 

** The Irishman is a political writer, and goes by the name of My Lord Potatoe. 
He wrote a pamphlet in vindication of a minister, hoping his aeal would be re- 
warded with somiB place or pension ; but finding himself neglected in that quarter, 
he whispered about that the painphlet was written by the minister himself, and he 
published an answer to his owti production. In this hei addressed the author under 
the title of * your lordship,' with *ach solemnity, that the public swallow^ the de- 
ceit, and bought up the whole impression. The wise politicians of the metropolis 
declared they were both masterly performances, and chuckled over the flimsy rev- 
eries of/sn ignorant garretteer, as the profound speculations of a veteran statesman, 
acquainted with all the secrets of the calinet. The imposture was detected in the 
sequel, and our Hibernian pamphleteei* letains no part of his assumed importance 
but the bairtB title of * my lord^' and tb ^ upper part of the table at the potatoe-oida- 
ary bt Shoe-lane: 
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and battered, but still brave and full of heart, after a long 
struggle against a hard fortune.. His brain had been bus- 
ied with a hundred different schemes; he had been re- 
viewer and historian, critic, medical writer, poet, pamph- 



" opposite tame sat a Piedniontese, w1k> had obliged the pablio with jl humor- 
ous satire, entitled *■ The Balance of the English Poets ;* a perfonnance which 
evinced the great modesty and taste of the author, and, in particular, his intimacy 
with the elegancies of the English language. The sage, who laboured urder the 
aYPO^litOf or 'horror of green fields/ had just finished a treatise on practical agri- 
culture, though, in fact, he had never seen com growing in his life, and was so ig- 
norant of grain, that our entertainer, in the face of the whole company, made him 
own that a plate of hominy was the best rice-puddii^ hfe had ever eat. 

" The stutterer had. almost finished his travelar through Europe and part of Asia, 
without ever budging beyond the liberties of the King's-bench, except in term-time, 
with a tipstaff for his companion : and as for little Tim Orc^ale, the most face- 
tious member of the whole society, be had happily wound up the catastrophe of a vir- 
gin tragedy, from the exhibition of which he promised himself a large fund of profit 
and reputation. Tim had made shift to live many years l^ writing novels, at the 
*ate of five pounds a volume ; hut that branch of business is now engrossed by fe- 
male authors, who publish merely for the propagation of virtue, with so much ease, 
and spirit, and delicaey, and knowledge of the human heart, and all in the serene 
tranquillity of high life, that the reader is not only enchanted by their genius, but 
reformed by their morality. 

'* After dinner, we adjourned into the garden, where I observed Mr. S — give a 
short separate audience to every individual in a small remote filbert-walk, from 
whence most of them dropped off one after another, without further ceremony.*' 

Smollett's house was in Lawrence-lane, Chelsea, and is now destroyed. See 
Handbook of Londoity p. 115. 

** The person of Smollett waai eminently handsonfe, his features prepossessing, 
and, by the joint testimony of all his surviving friends, bis conversation in the high- 
est degree instructive and amusing. Of his disposition, those who have read his 
works (and who has not ?) may form a very accurate estimate ; for in each of them 
he has presented, and sometimes under various points of view, the leading features 
of his own cl^racter ^.-ithout disguising the most unfavourable of them. . . . When 
unseduced by his satirical propensities, he was kind, generous, and humane to 
others ; bold, upright, and independent in his own character ; stooped to no patron, 
sued for no favour, but honestly and honourably maintained himself on his literary 
labours. . . . He was a doating father, and an affectionate husband ; and the Marm 
zeal 'vith which his memory was cherished by his surviving friends, showed clearly 
the reliance which they placed upon his regard." — Sir Walter Scott. 
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leteer. He had fought endless literary hattl^ ; and braved 
and wielded for years the oudgels of controversy. It was 
a hard and savage fight in those days, and a niggard pay. 
He was oppressed by illness, age, narrow fortune ; but his 
spirit was still resolute, and his courage steady ; the battle 
over, he could do justice to the enemy with whom he had 
been so fiercely engaged, and give a not unfriendly grasp 
to the hand that had mauled him. He is like one of those 
Scotch cadets, of whom history gives us so many examples, 
and whom, with a national fidelity, the great Scotch novel- 
ist has painted so charmingly. Of gentle birth^ and nar- 

1 Smollett of Bonhilli in Dumbartonihire. ArmSf az. ^* a bend^ or between % lion 
rampant, ppr, holding in his paw a banner, arg. ...... and a bugle-horn, also ppr. 

Crests an oak-tree, ppr. Motto, VireMco.** 

Smollett's father, Archibald, was the foarth son of Sir James Smollett of Bonhill, 
a Scotch judge and member of Parliament, and one of the conmussioners for fram- 
ing the Union with England. Archibald married, ^ithoat the old gentleman's con. 
sent, and died early, leaving his children dependent on their grandfather. Tobias, 
the second son, was bom in 1721, in the old house of Dalqnham in the ralley of 
Leven; and all his life loved and admired that valley and Loch Lomond beyond 
all the valleys and lakes in Europe. He learned the " rudiments" at Dumbarton 
Grammar-school, and studied at Glasgow. 

But when he was only eighteen, his grandfather died, and left him without pro- 
vision (figuring as the old judge in " Roderick Random'' in consequence, according 
to Sir Walter). Tobias, armed with the " Regicide," a tragedy— 4i provision pre- 
cisely similar to that with which Dr. Johnson had started, just before — came up to 
London. The " Regicide" came to no good, though at first patronised by Lord 
Lyttieton (" one of those little fellows who are sometimes called-great men," Smol. 
lett says) ; and Smollett embarked as ** surgeon's mate" on board a line of-baltle 
ship, and served in the Carthagena expedition, in 1741. He left the service in the 
West Indies, and, after residing some time in Jamaica, returned to England in 
1746. 

He was now unsuccessful as a physician, to begin with ; published the satires, 
"Advice" and '* Reproof "—without any luck; and (1747) married the " beautiful 
and accomplished Miss Lascelles/' 

In 1749 he brought out his " Roderick Random," which at once made a " hit." 
The subsequent events of his life may be presented chronologically, in a bird's-ey« 
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row means, going out from his northern home to win his 
fortune in the world, and to fight his way, armed with 
courage, hunger, and keen wits. His crest is a ^hatter^d 
oak tree, with green leaves yet springing from it. On his 
ancient coat-of-arras there is a lion and a horn ; this shield 
of his was battered and dinted in n hundred fights, and 
brawls,* through which the stout Scotchman bore it <K)ur- 

1750. Made a tour to Paris, where he chiefly wrote " Peregrine Pickle." 
• 1751. Published "Peregrine Pickle." 

1753. Published "Adventures of_Ferdinand Count Fathom." 

1755. Published version of " Don Quixote." 

1756. Began the " Critical Review." 
1758. Published his " History of England.? 

1763—1766. Travelling in France and Italy; published his "Travels." 

1769. Published "Adventures of an Atomi" 

1770. Set out for Italy ; died at Leghorn 2l8t of Oct., 1771, in the fifty-first year 
of his age. 

^ A good specimen of the old "slashing** style of writing is presented by the par- 
agraph on Admiral Knewles, which subjected Smollett to prosecution and imprison- 
ment. The admirers defence on the occasion of the failure of the Rochfort^expe^ 
dition came to be examined before the tribunal of the " Critical Review." 

" He is," said our author, " an admiml without conduct, an engineer without 
knowledge, an officer without resolution, and a man without veracity !" 

Three months' imprisonment in the King's Bench avenged this stinging para- 
graph. 

But the "Critical" was to Smollett a perpetual fountain of "hot water." 
Among less important controversies may be mentioned that with Grainger, the 
translator of "Tibullus." Grainger replied in a pamphlet ; and in the next number 
of the " Review" we find him threatened with " cftstigation," as an " owl that has 
broken from his mew !" 

In Dr. Moore's biography pf him is a pleasant anecdote. After publishing the 
•* Don Quixote," he returned to Scotland to pay a visit to his mother : — 

" On Smollett's arrival, he was introduced to his mother with the connivance of 
Mrs. Teifer (her daughter), as a gentleman from the West Indies, who was inti- 
mately acquainted with her son. The better to support his assumed character, he 
endeavoured to preserve a serious countenance, approaching to a frown ; but while 
his mother's eyes were riveted on his countenance, he could not refrain from smil 
ing : she inunediately spnmg from her chair, and throwing her arms round his neck, 
exclaimed, ' Ah, my son ! my son ! I have found you at last !' 

" She afterwards toll him, that if he had kept his austera looks and continued to 
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ageonsly. You see somehow that he is a gentieman, 
through all his battling and straggling, his poverty, hia 
bard-fought successes, and his defeats. His novels are 
recollections of his own adventures ; his characters drawn, 
as I should think, from personages with whom he became 
acquainted in his own career of life. Strange companions 
he must have had ; queer acquaintances he made in the 
Glasgow College — in the country apothecary's shop; in 
the gun-room of the man-of-war whwe he served as sur- 
geon, and in the hard life on shore, where the sturdy ad- 
venturer struggled for fortune. He did not invent much, 
as I fancy, but had the keenest perceptive faculty, and de- 
scribed what he saw with wonderful relish and delightfiil 
broad humour. I think Uncle Bowling, in " Roderick 
Random," is as good a character as Squire "Western him- 
self ; and Mr. Morgan, the wild apothecary, is, as pleasant 
as Dr. Caius. "What man who has made his inestimable 
acquaintance^-what novel reader who loves Don Q^uixote 
and Major Dalgetty— -will refuse his most cordial acknowl- 
edgments to the admirable Lieutenant' Lismahago. The 
novel of "Humphrey Clinker" is, I do think, the most 

gloom^ he might have escaped detection some time longer, but 'your old xx>gui8h 
smile/ added she, * betrayed you at once.* " 

** Shortly after the publication of * The Adventures of an Atom/ disease again 
attacked Smollett with redoubled violence. Attempts being vainly made to obtain 
for him the office of Consul, in some part of the Mediterranean,- he was compelled 
to seek a warmer climate, without better means of provision than his own preca- 
rious finances could afford. The kindn«8S of his distinguished friend and counUy 
roan. Dr. Armstrong (then abroad), procured for Dr. and Mrs. Smollett a house at • 
Moi.te Neroi a village situated on the side of a mountain overlooking theses, in the 
neighbourhood of Leghorn, a romantic and salutary abode, where he prepared for 
the press the last, and like musie ' sweetest in the close,* the most pleasing of his 
compositions, ' The Expedition of Humphrey Clinker.* This delightful woik was 
published in IT71.'*— Sir Wjlltbe Scott. 
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btnghable >8tory that has ever been written since the good- 
ly aii; of novel- writing began. Wini&ed Jenkins and Ta« 
bitha Bramble nrast keep Englishmen on the grin for ages 
yet to come ; and in their letters and the story of their 
loves there is a perpetual fount of sparkling laughter, as 
inexhaustible as Bladud's well. 

Fielding, too, has described, though^with a greater hand, 
the characters and scenes which he knew and saw. He 
had more than ordinary opportunities for becoming ac-^ 
quainted with life. His fetmily and education, first — ^his 
fortunes and misfortunes afterwards, brought him into the 
society of every rank and condition of man. He is himself 
the hero of his books : he is wihl Tom Jones, he is wild 
Captain Booth, less wiM, I am glad to think, than his pred- 
ecessor, at least heatily conscious of demerit, and anxious 
to artfend. 

When Fielding first came upon the town in 1727, the 
secolleotion of ike great wits was still fresh in the coffee- 
houses and assemblies, and the judges there declared that 
young Harry. Fielding had more spirits and wit than Con- 
greve or any of his brilliant successors. His figure was tall 
and stalwart ; his face handsome, manly, and noble-look- 
ing ; to the very last days of his life he retained a gran- 
deur of air, and, although worn down by disidase, his aspect 
and presence imposed respect upon the people round about 
him. A dispute took place between Mr. Fielding and the 
captain' of the ship in which he was making his last voy- 



^ The dispote with the eaptatn arose from the wish of that fuactionaiy to iotrode 
on his right to his cabin, for which he had paid thirtj pounds. After recountiaf the 
circumstances of the apology, be characteristically adds :— 
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age, ami Fielding relates how the man finally went down 
on his knees and begged his passenger's pardon. He was 
living up to the last days of his life, and his spirit never 
gave in. His vital power must have been immensely 
strong. Lady Mcury Wortley Montagn^ prettily charao- 
terises Fielding and this capacity for happiness which he 
possessed, in a little notice of his death, when she compares 
him to Steele, who was as improvident and as happy as he 
was, and says that both should have gone on living for ever. 
One can fancy the eagerness and gusto with which a man 
of Fielding's frame, with his vast health and robust appe* 
tite, his ardent spirits, his joyful humour, and his keen and 
hearty relish for life, must have seized and drunk that oup 



" And here, that I may not be thought the sly trumpeter of my own praises^ I do 
Utterly disclaim all praise on the occasion. Neither did the greatness of my mind 
dictate, nor the force of my Christianity exact this foigiirenesa. To speak truth, I 
forgave him from a motive which make men much more forgiving, if they were much 
wiser than they are ; because it was convenient for me so to do." 

^ Lady M aiy was hi^ second cousin — their respective grandfathers being sons ot 
George Fielding, Ead of Desmond, son of William, Earl of Denbigh. 

In a letter dated just a week before his death, she says, — 

** H. Fielding has given a true picture of himself and his first wife in the charac- 
tera of Mr. and 36^9. jBooM, some compliments to his own figure excepted ; uid I 
am persuaded several of the incidents he mentions are real matters of fact. I won* 

der he doea not perceive Tom Jones and Mr, Booth are aorry scoundrels 

Fielding has really a fund of true humour, and was to be pitied at his^rst entrance 
into the world, having no choice, as be said himself, but to be a hackney writer or 
a hackney coachman. His genius deserved « better fate ; but I eannot help blaming 
that continued indiscretion, to give it the softest name, that has run through his 

life, and I am afraid still remaiils Since I was bom no original has appeared 

excepting Congreve, and Fielding, who would, I believe, have approached nearer to 
bis excellencies, if not forced by his necessities to publish without correction, and 
dux>w many productions into the worid he would have thrown into the fire, if meat 
could have been got without money, or money without scribbling. ... 1 am soiry 
not to see any more of Peregrine Pickle's performances ; I wish you would tell me 
hit nai&d.*'^I««teM md WhtUb (Lord Whanudiflt** £d.y«8L iia. p. a3» M. 
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of pleasure which the tawn offered to him. Can any of 
my hearers remember the youthful feats of a college break- 
fast — the meats devoured and the cups qr^affed in that 
Homeric feast? I can call to tnind some of the heroes of 
those youthful banquets, and fancy young Fielding from 
Leyden rushing upon* the feast, with his. great laugh and 
immense healthy young appetite, eager and vigorous to 
enjoy. The yoang man's wit and manners made him 
friends everywhere : he lived with the grand Man's society 
of those days : he was courted by peers and men of wealth 
and fashion. As he had a paternal allowance from his fa- 
ther. General Fielding, which, to use Henry's own phrase, 
any man might pay who would ; as he liked good wine, 
good clothes, and good ^Knnpany, which are all expensive 
articles to purchase, Harry Fielding began to run into debt, 
and borrow money in that easy manner in which Captain 
Booth borrows money in the novel : was in nowise particu- 
lar in accepting a few pieces from the purses of his ridi 
friends, and bore down upon more than one of them, as 
Wnlpde t-ells us only too truly, for a dinner or a guinea. 
To supply himself with the latter, he began to write theat- 
rioal pieces, having already, no doubt, a considerable ac- 
quaintance amongst the Oldfields and Bracegirdles behind 
the scenes. He laughed at these pieces and scorned them. 
When the audience upon one occ^ion began to hiss a scene 
which he was too lazy to correct, and regarding which, 
when Garrick remonstrated with. him, he said that the 
public was too stupid to find out the badness of his work ; 
— ^when the audience began to hiss, Fielding said, with 
characteristic coolness—" they have found it out, have 
they?'' He did not prepare his novels in this way» and 



Digitized by 



Google 



S16 ENGLISH HUMOURISTS. 

with a very different care and interest laid the foandatioos 
and built up the edifices of hia futare fame. 

Time and shower have very little damaged those The 
fashion and ornaments are, perhaps, of the architecture of 
that age ; bat the buildings remain strong and lofty, and 
ot admirable proportions-— masterpieces of genius and tnon- 
uments of workman-like skill. 

I cannot offer or hope to make a hero of Harry Fielding. 
Why hide his faults? Why conceal his weaknesses in a 
cloud of periphrasis ? Why not show hinli; like him as he 
is, not robed in a marble toga, and draped and polished in 
a heroic attitude, but with inked ruffles, and claret stains 
on his tarnished laced coat, and on his manly iace the 
marks of good fellowship, of illness, of kindness, of care, 
and 'wine: Stained as you see him, and worn by care and 
dissipation, that man retains some of the most precious and 
sf^endid human qualities and endowments* He has an 
admirable natural love of truth, the keenest instinctive an- 
tipathy to hypocrisy, the happiest satirical gift of laughing 
it to scorn. His wit is womlerfuUy wise and detective ; 
it flashes upon a rogue and lightens up a rascal like a po- 
liceman's lantern. He i^ one of the manliest and kindliest 
of human beings : in the midst of all his imperfections, he 
respects female innocence and infantine tenderness, as you 
would suppose such ^ grpat-hearted, courageous soal would 
respect and care for them. He could not be so brave, gen- 
erous, truth-telling as he is, were he not infinit.ely merci- 
ful, pitiful, and tender. He will give any man his purse — 
he cannot help kindness and profusion. He may have low 
tastes, bat not a mean mind ; lie admires with all his heart 
good aod virtuous ^neui stoops to no ihtttcryt bears no ran- 
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oonr, disdains all disloyal.arts, does his public daty np- 
rightly, is fondly loVedby his family, and dies at his work.* 

If that theory be— ^iid I have ho doubt H is — ^the right 
and safe one, that human nature is always pleased with 
the spectacle of innoeence rescued by fidelity, purity, and 
ccnuage ; I suppose that of ^e heroes of Fielding's liiree 
novels, we should like honest Joseph Andrews the best, and 
Captain Booth the second, and Tom Jones the third.* 

Joseph Andrews, though he wears Lady Booby's cast- 
off livery, is, I think, to the ftiH as polite as Tom Jones ih 
his fustian-«uit, or Captain Booth in regimentals. He has, 
like those heroes, large calves, broad shoulders, a high 
courage, and a handsome feice. The accounts of Josej^'s 
bravery and good qualities ; his voice, too musical to halloo 
to the dogs f hi& bravery in riding races for the gentlemen 
of the county, and his constancy in refusing bribes and 
temptation^ have sometiiing affecting in their ndivetS and 
fireshness, and Repossess one in favour of that handsome 
young hera The rustk) bloom of Fanny, and tiie delight^ 
fol simplicity of Parson Adarhs are described wiA a friend- 
Ettess which wins the reader of their story i we part wiljl 
them with more regret than from Booth and Jones.^ 

Fielding, no doubt, began to write this novel in ridicule 
of '^Pamela," lor which work one can understand the 

*■ He sailed for Lisbon, from Graresend, on Sunday morning, June 30th, 1754; 
and be{$aa the ** JouniaL«f a Voja^s^ during tha- passage. He died at Lisbon, in 
the bjBginning of October of the same year. He lies buried there, in the English 
Fkotestant ehitreh-yafd, near the Estt^lla Ghuroh, vdth this inseripdon orer Mm >- 

** HSIIBXOUS VISLVXirO, 

LUOftT BBXTAlfNLi aRBMIO RON DATUM 

WOVMnm NAT0M." 

' A Fleming himself is said by Dr.Waiton to hare preferred "Joseph Andreivm' 
to his other writingt. 

K 
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hearty contempt and antipathy which such an athletic 
and boisteroas genius as Fielding's mmt have entertained. 
He could not do otherwise than laugh at the puny, cock- 
ney bookseller, pouring out endless volumes of sentimental 
twaddle, and hold him up to scorn as a mQll-coddle and a 
milksop. His genius had been nursed on sack-posset^ and 
qot on dishes of tea. His muse had sung the loudest in 
tavern choruses, had seen the daylight streaming in over 
thousands of emptied bowls, and reeled home to dbambers 
on the shoulders of the watchman. Richardson's goddess 
was attended. by old maids and dowagers, and fed on muf- 
fins and bohea. " Milksop P' roars Harry Fielding, clatter- 
ing at the timid shop^hutters. "Wretch ! Monster ! Mo- 
hock !" shrieks the sentimental author of "Pamela ;"* and 
all the ladies of his court cackle out an af&ighted chorus. 
Fielding proposes to write a book in ridicule of the author, 
whom he disliked and utterly scorned and laughed at ; but 
he is himself of so generous, jovial, and kindly a turn that , 
he begins to like the characters which he invents, cannot 
help making them manly and pleasant as well as ridicu- 
lous, and before he has done with ihidUL aU loves them 
heartily every one. , 

. Richardson's sickening antipathy for Harry Fielding is 
quito as nitural as the other's laughter and contempt at 



^ " RichardsOA," says wortby Mrs. Baibauld, in her Memok of him» prefixed to 
his Correspondence, " was exceedingly hurt at this {* Joseph Andrews'), the more so 
as they had beiin on good terms, and he was very intimate with Fielding's two sis- 
ters. He nerer appears cordially to have forgiven it (perhaps it was not in hnman 
nature he should), and he always speaks in his letters with a great deal of asperi^ 
of * Ton^ Jones,' more indeed than was quite graceful in a rival author. No doubt 
h^ himself thought his indignation was solely excited by the loose moraUty of the 
work and of iti author, bat h« ooold Idente Cibbcm;" 
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the sentimentalist. I have not learned that these likings 
and dislikings have ceased in the present day : and every 
author must lay his account not only to misrepresentation, 
but to honest enmity among critics, and to being hated 
and ahused for good as well as for bad reasons. ^Richard- 
son disliked Fielding's works quite honestly : Walpole quite 
hcmestly spoke of them as vulgar and stupid. Their 
squeamish stomachs sicklied at the rough fare and the 
rough guests assembled at Fielding's jolly revel. Indeed 
the cloth might have been cleaner : and the dinner and the 
company were scarce such as suited a dandy. T^ kind 
uid wise old Johnson would not sit down with him.* But 
a greater scholar than Johnson could afford to admire that 
astonishing genius of Harry Fielding : and we all know 
the lofty panegyric which Q-ibbon wrote^f him, and which 
remains a towering monument to ih.6 great novelist's mem- 
ory. "Our immortal Fielding,'^ G-ibbon writes, "was of 
the younger branch of the Earls of Denbigh, who drew 
Hheii origin firom the Counts of Hapsburgh. The success-^ 
ors of Charles Y. may disdain their brethren of Englcmd : 
but the romance of ' Tom Jones,' that exquisite picture of 
human manners, will outlive the palace of the Escurial 
and the Imperial Eagle of Austria." There can be no 
gainsaying ike sentence of this great judge. To have 
your name mentioned by Q-ibbon, is like having it written 
on the dome of St. Peter's. Pilgrims from all the world 
admire and behold it. 



* It most alwajTS be borne in mind, that besides that the Doctor could net be ex- 
pected to Uke Fielding's wild life (to say nothing of the fact that they were of op- 
posite sides in politics), Richardson was one of his earliest and kindest Mends. 
Y«t Johnson too (as Boswell teUs us) read ** Amelia" thioogh without ** stopping. 
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As a picture of manners the novel oi ^' Tom Jones" is 
indeed exquisite : as a work of oonstruotion quite a won- 
der : the by-play of wisdom ; the power of observation ; 
the multiplied felicitous turns and thoughts; the varied 
charaote£ of the great Comio Epio ; keep the reader in a 
perpetual admiration and <mriosity/ ; But against l(r. 
Thomas Jones himself we have a right to put in a protest, 
and quarrel with the esteem the author evidently has for 
that character. Chsurles Lamb says finely of Jones, that 
a single hearty laugh from him ^^ clears the air"— -but 
then it is in a certain state of the atmosphere. It itn^t 
clear the air when such .personages as Blifil or Lady Bel- 
laston poison it. But I fear very much that (except until 
the very last scene of the story), when Mr. Jones enters 
Sophia's drawing^roorn, the pure air there ia rather tainted 
with the young gentleman's tobacco-pipe and punch.. I 
cannot say that I think Mr.. Jones a virtuous character; I 
cannot sd,y but that I think Fielding's evident liking and 
fidmiration for Mr. Jones, shows that the great humourist's 



^ ** Bfaim«ra change fimm generation to genemtiob, and 'with mannen monb a^ 
pear to change,-*«etually change with some^ bv;. appear to change with all but the 
abandoned. A young man of the present day who should act as Tom Jones is sup- 
posed to act at I^ton, with Lady Bellaston, &c., would not be a Tom Jones ; and 
%. Tom Jones of thft present day, without perhaps being in the ground a better man, 
would have perished rather than submit to be kept by a harridan of fortune. There- 
fore, this novel is; and indeed, pretends to be no example of conduct. But, not- 
vrithst^ding all this, I do loathe Ihe cant which can reconmiend * Pamela' and 
' Clarissa Harlowe' as strictly moral, although they poia^on the imagination of the 
young With continued doses of Hnct. lytta, while Tom Jones is prohibited as loose. 
I do not speak of young women ; but a yon^g man whose heart or feelings can be 
^ijured, or even his passions f xcHed by this noyel, is abe^y thoroughly eorrupt. 
There is a cheerful, sunshiny, breezy spirit, that prevails eveiywhere, strongly con* 
trasted with the close, hotr.day-drQiuiqr oonti^iuty of IUchaid80A^-<-^OLBKiiMi« 
Literary RemainB^ vol. iL p. 374. 
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tnoral sense was blunted by his life, and that here in Art 
and Ethics, there is a great eirror. If it is right to have a 
hero, whom we may admire, let \is at least take care that 
he is admirable : if, as is the plan of some authors (a plan 
decidedly against their interests, be it said), it is propound 
ed that there ex&ts in life no such being, and therefore 
that in novels, the picture of life, there should appear no 
sudi character ; then Mr. l^omas Jones becomes an ad- 
missible person, and we examine his defects and good qual"" 
ities, as we do those of Parson Thwackum, or Miss Seagrim. 
But a hero with a flawed reputation ; a hero spuiiging for 
a guinea; a hero who cannot pay his landlady, and is 
obliged to let his honour out to hire, is absurd, and his 
claim to 'heroic rank untenable. I protest against Mr. 
Thomas Jones holding such rank at all. I protest even 
against his being considered a more tRaai ordinary young 
fellow, ruddy-cheeked, broad-shouldered, and iSbnd of wine 
and pleasure. He would not rob a ehurch, but that is all ; 
and a pretty long argument may be debated, as to which 
of these old types, the spendthrift, the hypocrite, Jones and 
Blifil, Charles and Joseph Surface,— is the W(»rst member 
of society and the mc^t deserving of censure. The pro4- 
igal Captain Booth is a better man than his predecessor 
Mr^ Jones, in so far as he thinks nmeh more humbly of 
himself than Jones did : goes down on his knees, and owns 
his weaknesses, imd cries out <<Not for my sake, but for 
the sake of my pure and sweet and beautiful wife Amelia, 
I pray you, critical reader, to forgive me." That ^rn 
moralist regards him horn the bench (the judge's practice 
out of court is not here the question), and says, '" Captain 
Booth, it is perfectly true that your life has been disrepu* 
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table, and that on many occasions you have shown yourself 
to be no better than a scamp— you have been tippling at 
the tavern, when the kindest and sweetest lady in the 
world has cooked your little supper of boiled mutton and 
awaited you all the night ; you have spoilt the little dish 
of boiled mutton thereby, and caused pangs and pains to 
Amelia's tender heart.^ You have got into debt without 
the means of paying it. You have gambled the money 
with which you ought to have paid your rent, You have 
spent in drink or in worse amusements the sums which 
your poor wife has raised upon her little home treasures, 
her own ornaments, and the toys of her children. But, 
you rascal I you own humbly that you are no better than 



^ *' Nor was she (Lady Maiy Woitley Montagu) a stranger to that beloved first 
wifei whose picture he drew in his * Amelia,' when, as she said, even the glowing 
language he lu&ew how to employ, did not do more than justice to the amiable qual- 
ities of the original, or to her beauty, although this had suffered a little from t^e ac- 
cident related in the novel, — a frightful overturn, which destroyed the gristle of her 
nose. He loved her passionately, and she returned his affection 

** His biographers se)em to have been shy of disclosing that after the death of this 
charming woman, he manied her maid. And yet the «ct was not so discreditable 
to his character as it may sound. The maid had few personal charms, but was an 
excellent creature, devotedly attached to her mistress, arid almost broken-hearted 
for her loss. In the first agonies of his own grief, which approached to frenzy, he 
found no relief but from weeping along with her ; nor solace when a degree calmer, 
but in talking to her of the angel they mutually regretted. This made her his ha- 
bitual confidential associate, and in process of time he began to think he could not 
give his children a tenderer mother, or secure for himself a more iaithful house- 
keeper and nurse. At least, this was what he told his friends ; and it is certain 
that her conduct as his wife confirmed it, and fully justified his good opinion." — 
Letters and Works of Lady Mary Worthy Montagu, > Edited by Lord Whaniciiffe. 
Introductory AnecdQteSyyo\.i.^.9i^9\. 

Fielding's first wife was Miss Craddock, a yoUng lady from Salisbury, with a for- 
tune of 15002,, whom he married in 1736. About the same time he succeeded, hinv- 
self, to an estate of 200Z. per annum, and pn the joint amount he lived for some 
time as a splendid country geAtleman in Derbyshire. Three years brought him to 
the end of his fortune ; when his retained to London, and became a student of law. 
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you should be ; you never for one moment pretend that 
you are anything but a miserable weak-minded rogue. 
You do in your heart adore that ^ngelio woman, your wife, 
and for her sake, sirrah, you shall have your discharge. 
Lucky for you and for others like you, that in spite of your 
failings^ and imperfections, pure hearts pity and love you. 
For your wife's sake you are permitted to go hence with- 
out a remand, and I beg you, by the way, to carry to that 
angelical lady the expression of the cordial respect and ad- 
miration of this court." Amelia pleads for her husband. 
Will Booth : Amelia pleads for her reckless kindly old 
father, Harry Fielding. To have invented that character, 
is not only a triumpl^ of art, but it is a good action. They 
say it was in his own home that Fielding knew her and 
loved her : and firom his own wife that he drew the most 
charming character in English ficticm^ — Fiction ! why fic- 
tion ? why not history ? I know Amelia just as well as 
Lady Mary "Wortley Montagu. I believe in Colonel Bath 
almost as much as in Colonel G-ardiner or the Duke of 
Cumb^land. I admire the author of " Amelia^" and thank 
the kind master who introduced me to that sweet and de- 
lightful companion and friend. Amelia perhaps is not a 
better story than " Tom Jones," but it has the better 
ethics ; the prodigal repents at least, before forgiveness, — 
whereas that odious broad-backed Mr. Jones, carries off his 
beauty with scarce an interval of remorse for his manifold 
errors and short-comings ; and is not half punished enough 
before the great prize of fortune and love falls to his share. 
I am angry with Jones. Too much of the plum-cake and 
rewards of life fall to that boisterous, swaggering young 
scapegrace. Sophia actually surrenders without a proper 
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fensa pf deoonum ;, the foad^ foolish, palpitating little crea1l» 
ure,r-" iQdaed, Mr* Jones," sIm says,— "it reeta ^th yoo 
to ^point the day." I suppose Sophia is drawn ftonx life 
as wel] as Amelia, and many a young fellow, no better 
than tf r. ThoBoas J^nes, has carried by a e^upjie main ^ 
heart of ma^y a.kind girl who was a g^reat deal too good 
forhim^ ; 

What a wonderful art ! What an admiraUe gift <rf Mf» 
tnre, was it by which the author of these tales was ea» 
dowed, and which enabled him to fix our interest, to wi^^ 
our sympathy, to seise upon our credulity, .so that. we be- 
lieve in his people — speculate gifavely upon their faulty 4)t 
their excellenci^ prefler this one or thatj d^ore Jois^i^ 
fondness kn drink and play, Booth^s fondness for play and 
drink, and the unfortunate position of the^wives of botb 
gentlemen — ^love and admire Uiose ladies with allour hearts, 
and talk about tbom as faithfully as if we had breakfasted 
with them tibis metrning in their actual drawing-rooms, or 
should meet them this afternoon in the Park ! What a 
gwius ! what ft vigour, what a bright-eyed intelligenoe 
and observation ! what a wholesome hatred for meanness 
and knavery ! what a^vast sympathy \ wh^ a cheerfulness ! 
what a manly relish of life ! what a love of human kind ! 
what a poet is here !: — watching, meditating, brooding^ 
creating I Wbat multitudes of truths has that man left 
behind him ! What geheratioas be has taught to laugh 
wisely and^ fairly ! What scholars he has formed and ac- 
customed to the exercise of thoughtful humour and the 
manly play of wit ! "W^t a courage he had !* What a 

* In the ** Gentleman's Magazine" for 1786, an anecdote is related of Harry Field* 
1^^ "in wltom,** tbys tiie eonrespoikdent, ** good-natort and philanthmpy iir tbeb 
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dauntless and ocntstant cheerfulness of intellect, that burned 
br^htand stelidy through all the storms of his life, and 
never deserted its last wreck ! It is 'm)nderful to think of 
the pains and misery which the miein suffered ; the pres-> 
sure of want, illness, remorse which he endured ; and that 
the writer was neither malignant nor melancholy, his yiew 
of truth never warped, ftnd his generous human kindness 
never surrendered.^ 



extreme degree were known te be ihe' prominent Hestaxsa,'' It seems that *< some 
parochial taxes" for his house in Beaufort Buildings had long been demanded by 
the ooUeotor. " At last, I^arry went off to Johnson, and obtained by a process of " 
literaiy mortgage the needful sum. He was returning with it, when he met an old^ 
college chum whom he had not-seen for many years. He asked the chum^to dinner 
witli him at a neighbouring tavern ; and learning that he was in difficulties, emptied 
the contents of his pocket into his. On returning home he was informed that ^e 
collector had bee^ twice for the money. ' Friendship has called for the money and 
had it,' said FleldiLog, *let the collector call again.' " 

It is elsewhere told of^im, thatl)eing in company with the Eail of Denbigh, hit 
kinsman, and the conrersation turning upon their relatibnship, the Earl asked hmi 
how it was that he spelled his name ** Fielding," and not ** Feilding," like the head 
of the house t "I cannot tell, my lord," said he, " except it be that my branch of 
the family were the first that knew how to spell.*' 

^ In 1749^ he was made Justice of the Peace for Westminster and Middlesex, tn 
office th^n paid by fees, and very laborious, without being particularly reputable. 
It may be seen from his own words, in the Introduction to the " Voyage," what 
kind of work devolved upon him and in what a state he was, during these last years ; 
and still more clearly, how he comported himself through alL 

** Whilst I was |nreparing for my journey, and when I was almost fatigued to death 
with several long examinations, relating to five different murders, all committed 
within the space of a week, by different gangs of street-robbers, I received a mcis- 
sage from his Grace the Duke of Newcastle, by Mr. Garrington, the King's messen- 
ger, to attend his Grace the next morning in Lincoln's Inn Fields, upon some busi* 
ness o( importance : but I excused myself from complying with the message, as 
besides being lame, I was very ill with the great fatigues I had lately undergone 
added to my distempet. 

" His Grace, however, sent Mr. Carrington the very next morning, with another 
summons ; with which, though in the utmost distress, I immediately complied ; but 
the Dnke happening, unfortunately for me, to be then particularly engaged, after 1 
k»d waited some time,ee]it a gentleman to diaeoarse with me on the Best plan whicb 

K2 
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In the quarrel mentioned before, whioh happened on 
Fielding's last voyage to Lisbon, and when the stput cap- 
tain of the ship fell down on his knees and asked the sick 
man's pardon — <M did not suffer," Fielding says, in his 
hearty, manly way, his eyes lighting up as it ware with 
their old fire — ^' I did not suffer a brave man and an old 

man to remain a moment in that posture, but immediately 

[ 

could be invented for these murders and lobbbries, which were eveiy day committed 
in the streets ; upon which I promised to transmit my. opinion, in writing, to his 
Graces who, as the gentleman informed me, intended to lay it before the Privy 
Council. 

"Though this visit cost me a severe cold, I, notwithstanding, set myself down to 
work, and in about four dio^ ient the Duke as regular a plan as I could form, with 
all the reasons and aiguments I could bring to support it» drawn out oA several 
sheets of paper; and soon received a message from the Duke, by Mr. Carrington, 
acquainting me that my plan was highly approved of^ and that all the teims of it 
would be complied with. 

" The principal and most material of these terms was the immediately depositing 
GOOl in my hands ; at which small charge I undertook to demolish the then reigning 
gangs, and to put the civil policy into such order, that no such gangs should ever be 
able for the future, to form themselves into bodies, or at least to remain any time 
formidable to the public. 

** I had delayed my Bath journey for some time, contraiy to the repeated advice of 
my ph]rsical acquaintances, and the ardent desire of my warmest friends, though my 
distemper was now turned to a deep jaundice ; in which case the Bath^waters are 
generally reputed to be almost infallible. But I had the most eager desire to de- 
molish this gang of villains and cut4hroats. ...» 

** After some weeks the money was paid at the Treasuiy, and within a few dajrs, 
after 2002. of it had oome to my hands, the whole gang of cutthroats was entirely 
dispersed." .... 

Further on, he Msyn, — 

" I will confess that my private affairs at the beginning of the winter had but a 
gloomy aspect ; for I had not plundered the public or the poor of those sums, which 
men who are always ready to plunder both as much as they can, have been pleased 
to suspect me of taking ; on the contrary, by composing, instead of inflaming, the 
quarrels of porters andbeggais (which I l>lush when I say hath not been universally . 
practised), and by refusing to take a shilling from a man who most undoubtedly 
would not have had another left, I had reduced an income of about 5002. a year,of 
the dirtiest money upon earth, to little more than 3002., a considerable poitioa of 
which remained with nty derk.** 
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fi)rgaye him." Indeed, I think, with his noble spirit and 
unconquerable generosity, Fielding reminds one of those 
Brave men of whom one reads in stories of English ship- 
wrecks and disasters— of the officer on the, African shore, 
when disease has <lestroyed the crew, ^md he himself is 
seized by fever, who throws the lead with a death-stricken 
hand, takes the soundings, carries the ship out of the river 
or off the dangerous ^past, and dies in the manly endeavour 
—of the wounded captain, when the vessel founders, who 
never loses his heart,^ who eyes the danger steadily, and has 
a cheery word for all, until the inevitable fate overwhelms 
hip, and the gallant ship goes down. Such a brave and 
gentle heart, such an intr^id^d courageous spirit, I love 
to reoognise in the manly, the English Harry Fielding. 
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STERNE AND GOLDSMITH. 

' ' ' ■ f 

Roger Sterne, Sterne's farther, was Hie seooDdson of a 
nmneiioiis race, descendants of Richard Sterne, Ar^ibiahop 
of Ycffk,. in the reign of James IL y and i>hildren of Simon 
Sterne and Mary Jaques, his wife, heiress of Eliringtoo^ 
near York.' Rog^ was a lieutenant in Handiside's r^^ 
ments, and engaged in Flanders, in Q^ueen Anne's wars. 
He married the dan^ter of a noted suttler, ^' N.B., he was 
in debt to. him," his son writes, pursuing the paternal biog- 
raphy, and marched throi:^h the world with thb compan- 
ion, following the regiment and bringing many children to 
poor Roger Sterne. The captain was an irascible but kind 
and simple little man, Sterne says^ and informs us that his 
sire was run through the body at G-ibraltar, by a brother 
officer, in a duel, which arose out of a dispute about a goose. 
Roger never entirely recovered from the effects of this ren- 
contre, but died presently at Jamaica, whither he had fol- 
lowed the tirum. 

Lawrence, his second child, was borne at Clonmel, in 
Ireland, in 1713, and travelled for the first ten years of his 
Hfe, on his father's march, from barrack to transport, from 
Ireland to England.' One relative of his mother's took her 



> He came of a Suffolk familyT-one of whom settled in Nottinghamshire. The 
hmaua ** starling*' was actually the family cxest. 

* *< It was i^ this parish (of Animo, in Wicklow), during our stay, that I had duil 
wonderful escape in fidling thiou|^ a mill-race, whilst the mill was foing, and of be 
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and her £&mily under shelter fdr ten ntontibs^at Mullingar : 
aHodier collateral; descendant of the Arc^bishc^'s housed 
tibem for k year at his c^^e near QarrickfergU8» Larry 
St^me "SKHB put to school at Halifax in England, finally was 
ado{^»d by his idnsman of Elvington, and parted company 
with his lathQri the Captain^ who mArdied on hi^ path of 
life till he itiet the fatal goose, which closed his career. 
The most picturesque and delightful parts of Lawrence 
Sterne^s writings, we 0we to his reccdlectioiss^ ctflhe military 
life. Trim'jj montero cap, and Le Ferrers sword, and d^r 
Uncle Toby's roqueUture, arc doubtiess reminiscences of 
> the boy, who had lived with the followers of William and 
M^lborotigh, and had beat time with his little feet to the 
fifes <rf;Ramillies in Dublin. banrack«yard,^r flayed with 
the torn flags and halb^s of Malplaquet on the parade 
ground at Clonmel. ^ 

Lav^ence remuned at Halifea school till he was eight- 
een years old. His wit and cleverness appear to have ac- 
quired the respect of his master here : for when the iisher 
whipped Lawrence for writing his name, aa the newly white^ 
yirashed school-room ceiling, the pedagogue in chief rebuked 
the under-strapper, and said that the name should never be 
effaced, for Sterne was a boy of genius, and would come. to 
preferment. 

His cousin, the Squire of Elvingtcm, sent Sterne to Jesus 
College, Cambridge, where he remained five years, andtak^^ 
ing orders, got, through his imcle's interest, the living of 
Sutton and the Prebendary of York. Thrpugh his wife's, 
connexions, he got the living of Stillington. He married 

ing taken up unhurt ; the stoiy is incredible, but known for truth m all that part 
•f Ireland, where hundreds of the common peo^e flocked to see me."-— Stbinb. 
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her iH 1741 ; having ardently courted the young lady for 
some years previously. It was n6t until the young lady 
fancied herself dying, that she made Sterne acqusdnted with 
the extent of her liking for him. One evening vrhea he 
was sitting with her, with an almost broken heart to see 
her so ill (the Rev. Mr. Sterne's heart was a good deal 
broken in the course of his life), she said — ^\ My dear Lau- 
rey, I never can be yours, for I verily believe I have not 
long to live, but I have left you every siiilling of my for- 
tune," a generosity which overpowered Sterne : ishe recov- 
ered : and so they were married, and grew heartily tired 
of each other before many years were over. " Nescio quid 
est materia cum me," Sterne writes to one of his friends 
(in dog Latin, and very sad-dog Latin too) ^^ sed sum fati- 
gatus et segrotus de mea uxore plus quam unquam," which 
means, I-am sorry to say, ^* I don't know what is the mat- 
ter with me : but I am more tired and sick of my wife than 
ever."* 

This to be sure was five-and-twenty years after Laurey 
had been overcome by her generosity and she by Laurey 's 
love. Then he wrote to her of the delights of marriage, 
saying— "We will be as merry and as innocent as our first 
parents in Paradise : before the arch fiend entered that in- 
describable scene. The kindest afiections will have room 
to expand in our retirement— let the human tempest and 
hurricane rage at a distance, the desolation is beyond the 
horizon of peace. My L. has seen a polyanthus blow in 

^ " My wife returns to Toulose, and proposes to pass the summer at Bignadres^* 
I, on the contrary, go and visit my wife, the church, in Yorkshire. We all live the 
longer, at least the happier, for having things our own way ; this is my conjugal 
maxim. I own 'tis not the best of maxims, but I maintain 'tis not the worst ''— 
Stbrkb's 2>Merf, 90th Januaiy, 1764. 
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December? — Some friendly wall has sheltered it from the 
biting wind — ^no planetary influence shall reach us, but that 
which presides and cherishes the sweetest flowers. The 
gloomy fiamily of care and distrust shall be banished from 
our dwelling, guarded by thy kind and tutelar deity,— rwe 
will sing our choral scmgs of gratitude and rejoice to the 
end of our pilgrimage. Adieu, my L. Return to one who 
languishes for thy society ! — ^As I take up my pen,, my poor 
pulse quickens, my pale face glows, and tears are trick- 
ling down on my paper as I trace the word L." 

And it is about this woman, with whom he finds no 
fault, but that she bores him, that our philanthropist writes, 
" Sum fatigatus et sBgrotus"— Sww mortaliter in amore 
with somebody else ! That fine flower of love, that poly- 
anthus over which Sterne snivelled so many tears, could 
not last for a quarter of a century. Or rather it could not 
be supposed that a gentleman with such a fountain at com- 
mand, should keep it to arroser one homely old lady, when 
a score of younger and prettier people might be refreshed 
from the same gushing source.* It was in December, 



^ In a collection of " Seven Letten by Sterne and his fnends** (printed for pri* 
rate circulation), in 1844, is a letter of M. Tollot, who was in France with Sterne 
and his fiunily in 1764. Here is a paragraph :— 

*' Nous arrirftmes le lendemain &' Montpellier, oil nous trouTftmes notre ami Mr. 
Sterne, sa femme, sa fille, Mr. Htiet et quelques antres Anglaises ; j'eus, je tous 
Pavoue, beaucoup de plaisir en reroyant le bon et agr^able Tristram. . . . n avait 
it6 asses longtemps & Toulouse, oti il se serait amus^ sans sa femme, qui le pour- 
suiTit partout, et qui Toulait 6tre de tout Ges dispositions dans cette bound dame,' 
lui ont fait passer d'assdrmauvais momens ', il supports tous ce» d^a^r^mens avee 
une patience d'finge.'' -^ 

About four months after this Tery characteristic letter, Sterne wrote to tiie same 
gentleman to whom Tollot had written ; and from his letter we may extract a com 
panion paragraph: — 

....'* All which being premised, I hare been for eight weeks smitten with dii 
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1767, that the Rev. Lawrence Sterne, the famous Shah« 
dean, the charming Yorick, the delight of the fsshionable 
world, the delicious divine, for whose sermons the whole 
polite world was subscribing,^ the occupier of Rabelais's 
easy chair, only fresh stuffed and more elegant than when 



tenderest passion that ever tender wight underwent. I wish, dear cousin, chou 
couldst conceive (perhaps thou canst without my wishing it) how deliciously I can- 
tered awaywith it fh6 fost month, two up, two fJoWn, always upon my hfinches 
a]ong the street^ from my hotel to hers, at fint once — then twice, then three times 
a day, till at length I was within an ace of setting up my hobby-horse in her stable for: 
good and all. I might as Well, considering how ihe enemies of the Lord hare blas- 
phemed thereupon. The last three weeks we were evexy hour upon t^e doleful 
ditty of parting — ^and thou mayest conceive, dear cousin, how it altered my gait and 
air — ^for I went and came like any louden'd carl, and did nothing hut jouer des serv- 
timeru with her fh>m sun-rising even to the setting of the same ; and now she is 
gone to the south of France ; and to finish the com^e, I-fell ill| and l»oke a ves- 
sel in my lungs, and half bled to death. Yoili mon histoire !" 

'Whether husband or wife had most of the "patience d^ange** may be uncertain ; 
bat'&ere can be no doubt which needed it mostl. 

1 tt 4 Tristram Shandy' is still a ^eater object o( admiration, the man as well as 
the book; one is invited to dinner, when he dines, a fortnight before. 'As to the 
volumes yet published, there is much good fun in them, and humour sometimes hit 
aftd sometimes missed. Have you read his * Sermons,' with his own comiok figure, 
from a painting by Reynolds, at the head pf them ? They are in the style/I thiz^ 
most proper for the pulpit, and show a strong imagination and a sensible heart; but 
you see him often tottering on the verge 6f laughter, apd ready to throw his periwig 
in the face of the audience." — GRAY*n LeUen^ Jvne 22m{, 1760. - 

" It having been observed that there was little hospitality in London— Johnson : 
* Nay, Sir, any man who has a name, or who has the powet of pleasing, will be veiy 
' generally invited in London. The man, Sterne, I have been told, has^ had engage- 
ments for three months.^ 6<ddsmith : * And a very dull fellow.' Johnscm : * Why, 
no. Sir.'" — Boswbll's Xt^ of JbA»w<m. ^ 

'* Her {Miss Monckton's] vivacity enchanted the sage, and they used to talk to- 
gether with all imaginable ease. A singular instance happened one evening, when 
she insisted that some of Sterne^ writings were very pathetic. Johnson bluntly 
denied it. * I am sure,' said she, * they have ajBfected me.*^ ' Why^' said Johnson, 
smiling, and rolling himself about — * that is, because, dearest, you're a dunce/ 
When she some time afterwards mentioned this to him, he aaid with equal truth and 
politeness, *Hadam, if I had thouf^t so, I certainly ahould not have said it.' "— ' . 
Und, 
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in possession of th6 cy;aioal old onrate of Meudon/ — Hie 

* A passage or two from Sterne's " Sennons*' may not be without interest here. 
Is not tlte following* levelled against the cnielties of the Ghm<6h of Borne, stamped 
with the autograph of the author of the " Sentimental Journey ?** — 

" To be convinced of this, go with me for a moment into the prisons of the In- 
quisitioti-— behold religion with mercy and justice chained d,own under her feet,— 
there, sitting ghastly upon a4)lack tribunal, propped up with rmchs and iastnimenti 
of torment.— Hark ! — ^what a piteous groan ! — ^See the melanchply-wnetch who ut- 
tered it, just brought forth to undergo the anguish of a mock-trial, and endure the 
utmost pain that a studied sjrstem of religioua cmdty has been «ble to invent. Be- 
hold this helpless victim delivered up to his tormentors. iZu body to wasted wi^ 
sorrow and Umg confinement, you^U see every nerve and muscle as it steers. — Observe 
the last movement of that horrid engine. — ^What convulsions it has thrown him into ! 
Consider the nature of the posture in which he now lies stretched. — ^What exquis- 
ite torture he endures by it. — 'Tis all nature, ^an bfar.'-Goed God! see hpw it 
keeps his weary soul hanging upon his trembling lips, willing to take its leave, but 
not suffered to depart. Behold the unhappy wretch led back to his cell, — dragged 
out of it again to meet the 4ames — ^and the insults in his last agonies, which this 
principle — this principle, that there can be religion without m<^ality — ^has prepared 
for him."— 5«m<m 27«A. . 

The next extract is preadied on a text to be found in Judges 2ix. ver. 1, 2, 3 
eohceming a " certain Levite :"— ' 

" Such a one the Levite wanted to share his solitude and fill up that uncomfoit 
able blank in the heart in such a situation ; for, notwithstanding all we meet Witt, 
in books, in many of which, no doubt, there are a good many handsome things said 

upon the secrets of retirement, &;c yet still,. * it is not good far mt^n to be 

alone :* nor can aU which the cold-hearted pedant stuns our ears with upon the sub? 
ject, ever give one answer of satisfaction to &e mind i in the midst of the loudest 
vauntings of philosophy, nature wiU bare her yeaniingB for sodety and friendship ; 
•~a good heart wants some object to be kind to — and the best parts of our blood, 
and the purest of our spirits, suffer niost under the destitution. 

** Let the torpid monk seek Heaven confortlesa and alone. God speed him! 
For my own part, I fear I should never so find the way ; let me be wise and reUgious^ 
but let me be Man ; wherever thy Providence places me, or whatever be the road 1 
take to Thee, give me some companion in my journey, be it (only to reinark to, 
' How our shadows lengUiete as our stto goes down ;'r-to whom i may say, * How 
fresh is the face oi Nature ! how sweet the flowers of the field! how delicious are 
these fruits !* "—Sermon IBth. 

The first of these passages gives us another drawing of the famous "Captive." 
The second shows that the same refljbcftion w«s suggested to the Rev. Iswnmd^r 
by a text in Judges, as by the fitte-de-chambre. 

Sterne's Sermons were published as those of" Mr. Yorick." 
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more than rival of the Dean of .St. Patrick's, wrote the 
above quoted respectable letter to his friend in London ; 
and it was in April of the same year, that he was pouring 
out his fond heart to Mrs. Elizabeth Draper, wife of Daniel 
Draper, Esq., Counsellor of Bombay, and, in 1775, chief 
of the factory of Surat — a gentleman vety much respected 
in that quarter of the globe. 

"I got ihy letter last night, Eliza," Sterne writes, "on 
my return from Lord Bathurst's, where I dined — (the let- 
ter has this merit in it that it contains a pleasant reminis- 
cence of better men than Sterne, and introduces us to a 
portrait of a kind old- gentleman) — ^I got thy letter last 
night, Eliza, on my return from Lord Bathurst's ; and 
where I was heard— as I talked of thee an hour without 
intermission — ^with so much pleasure and attention, that 
the good old Lord toasted your health three different times; 
and now he is in his 85th year, says he hopes to live long 
enough to be introduced as a friend to n^y fair Indian dis- 
ciple, end to see her eclipse all other Nabobesses as much 
in wealili, as she does already in exterior, and what is far 
better (for Sterne is nothing without his morality), and 
what is far better, in interior merit. This nobleman is an 
old friend of mine. You know he was always the protect- 
or of men of wit and genius, €Lnd has had those of the last, 
century, Addison, Steele, Pope, Swift, Prior, &c., always 
at his table. The manner in which his notice began of 
me was as singular as it was polite. He came up to me 
one day as I was at the Princess of Wales's court, and said, 
^ I want to knoWv you, Mr. Sterne, but it is fit you also 
should know who it is that wishes this pleasure. You 
have heard of an old Lord Bailiurst, of whom your Popes 
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and Swifts have sung and spoken so mueh? I have lived 
my life with geniuses of that cast; but have survived 
them ; and, despairing ever to find their equals, it is some 
years since I have shut up my books and closed my ac- 
counts ; but you have kindled a desire in me of opening 
thenv once more before I die so: which I now do: so go 
home and dine with me.' This nobleman, I say, is a prod- 
igy, for he has all the wit and promptness of a man of 
thirty; a disposition to be pleased, and a power to fdease 
others, beyond whatever I knew ; added to which a man 
of learning, courtesy, and feeling." 

" He heard me talk of thee, Eliza, wiih uncommon sat- 
isfaction — for there was only a third person, and of seHsu 
bUity^ with us : and a most sentimental afternoon till nine 
o'clock have we passed !* But thou, Eliza^ ! wert the star 
that conducted and enlivened the discourse ! And when I 
talked not of thee, still didst thou fill my mind, and warm 
every thought I uttered, for I am not ashamed to acknowl- 
edge I greatly miss thee. Best of all good girls ! — ^the suf- 
ferings I have sustained kll night in consequence of thine, 

* " I am glad that you are in love — *twill cure you at least of the spleen, which has 
a bad effect on both man and woman— I myself must even hare some Dulcinea in 
my heady it harmonises the soul ; and in these cases I first endeavour to make the 
lady believe so, or rather, I begin first to make myself believe that I am in love-^ 
but I carry on my affairs quite in the French way, sentimentally— romour (say they) 
tCest rien sans sentiment. Now, notwithstanding they make such a pother about the 
wordf they have no precise idea annexed to it. Aiid so much for that same subject 
called love.**'— Stbbnb*8 Letters, May 23, 1765. 

" P.S.*-My * Sentimental Journey* will please Mrs. J and my Lydia [his 

daughter, afterwards Mrs. Medalle]— I can answer for those two. It is a subject 
which works well, and suits the frame of mind I have been in for some time past. 
1 told you my design in it was to teach us to love the world and our fellow-creat- 
ures better than we do — so it runs most upon those gentler passions and affections 
yddch. ud so much to iV*-^Lettet$ [1767]. 
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Bli»i, are beyond the power of words. .... And sothott 
hast fixed thy Bramin's portrait over thy ^ritmg desk, and 
will consult it in all doubfjs and difficulties ?— ^G-ratefnLand 
good girl ! Yoriok smiles contentedly over all ihou dost ■ 
his picture does not do justice to his own complacency. I 
am glad your diipmates are friendly beings (Eliza was a1 
Deal going back to the Counadlor at Bombay, and indeed 
it was high time she should be of!). You could ledst dis- 
pense with what is contrary to your own' nature, which is 
soft and gentle, Eliza ; it Would civilise savages — ^though 
pity were it thou shouldest be iminted wi^i the office. Write 
to me, my child^ thy delicious letters. Let them speak the 
easy carelessness of « heart that opens itself anyhow^ ^very 
how, aujch Eliza I write to thee I (the artless rogue, of 
course he did !) * And so I should ever love thee, inost art- 
lessly, most affectionately if Providence permitted thy resi- 
dence in the same section of the globe : for I am all that 
honour and' affection can make me * Thy Bramin.' " 

The Bramin continues addressing Mrs. Draper until the 
departure of the Earl of Ghdthamy Indiaman, from Deal, 
on the 2nd of April, 1767. He is amiably anxious about 
the fresh paint for Eliza's cabin; he is uncommonly solic- 
itous about her companions on board: ^' I fear the best of 
your shipmates are only genteel by comparison with the 
contrasted crew with which thou beholdest them. So was 
— ^you know who — from the same fieJlacy which was jmt 
upon your judgment when— but I will not mortify you !" 

" You know who" was, of course, Daniel Draper, Esq., 
of Bombay — a gentleman very much reflspected in Ihat quar- 
ter of the globe, and about whose probable health our wor* 
tiiy Bramin writes with delightful candoujr. 
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" I honour yoti, Eliza, for keeping secret some things 
which, if explained, had been a pcuiegyric on yourself. 
There is a dignity in venerable affliction which will not al- 
low it to appeal to the world for pity or redress. Well have 
yon supported that character, my amiable, my philosophic 
friend I And indeed, I begin ta think you have as many 
virtues a& my Uncle, Toby 's widow. Talking of widows- 
pray, ]^liza, if ever you are ^uch, do not think of giving 
yourself to some wealthy Nabob, because I design to mar- 
ry you myself. .My wife cannot live bug, and I know not 
the woman I should like so well for her substitute as your- 
self 'Tis true^I am ninety-five in constitution, and you 
but twenty-five ; but what I want in youth, I will mj^e 
up in wit and good-humour. Not Swift so loved his Stel- 
la, Scarron his Maintenon, or Waller his Saccharissa. Tell 
me, in answer to this, that you approve and honour the 
proposal.'^ 

Approve and honour the proposal! The coward, was 
vnriting gay letters to his firiends this while, vnth sneering 
allusions to this poor foolish JBramme. Her ship was not 
out of the I)owns, and the charming Sterne was at the 
Mount ColBfee-house, with a sheet of gilt-edged paper before 
him, offering that precioua treasure his heart to Lady 
P , asking whetiier it gave her pleasure to see him un- 
happy ? whether it added to her triumph that her eyes and 
lips had turned a man into b, fool ?■ — quoting the Lord's 
Prayer, witii a horrible baseness of blasphemy, as a proof 
that he had desired not to be led into temptation, and 
swearing himself the most tender and sincere fool in the 
world. It was from his home at Coxwould that he wrote 
the Latin letter, which, I suppose, he was ashamed to put 
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into English. I find in my cppy of the Letters, that there 
is a note of I oannot call it admiration^ at letter 112, which 
seems to announce that there was a No. 3 to whom the 
wretched wcNmK>at old scamp was paying his addresses ;' 
and the year after, having come back to his lodgings in 
Bond-street, with his " Sentimental Journey" to launch 
upon the town, eager as ever for praise and pleasure ; as 
vain, as wicked, as witty, as fodse as he had ever been, 
death at length seized the feeble wretch, and, on the 18th 
of March, 1768, that " bale of cadaverous goods," as he 
calls his body, was consigned to Pluto.* In his last letter 
there is one sign of grace — ^the real affection with which 



». TO MRS. H , 

" Coxvxndd, Nov. 15, 1767. 

** Norr be a good dear woman, my H , and execute those commissions well, 

and when I see yoti I will give you a kiss — ^there's for you ! But I have somet^g 
else for you which I am fabricating at a great rate, and that is my ' Sentimental 
Journey,* which shall make you cry as much as it has affected me, or I will give 

up the business of sentimental writing 

*' I am yours, &C., &a, 

"T. Shandy." 

TO THl BABL OF . 

« CotfuwuW, Nov. 28, 1767. 

**My Lord, — *Tis with the greatest pleasure I take my pen to thank your Lord- 
snip for your letter of inquiry about Yorick— hc'was worn out, both his spirits and 
body, with the ' Sentimental Journ^ ;^*tis true, then, an author must feel himself, 
or his reader will not-^^mt I have torn my whde frame into pieces by my feelings— 
I believe the brain stands as much in need of recruiting as the body ; therefore I 
shall set out for town the twentieth of next month, after having recruited myself a 
week at York. I might indeed solace myself with my wife (who is oome from 
' France), but in fact, I have long been a sentimental being, whatever your Lordship 
may think to the contrary." 

* " It is known that Sterne died in hired lodgings, and I have been told that his 
attendants robbed him even of his g(dd sleeve-buttons while he was expiring." — ^Dm. 
FlKKUE, 

He died at No. 41 (now a cheesemonger's), on the west side of Old Bond-strpst 
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he entreats a Mend to be a guardian to his daughter 
Lydia.' All his letters to her are artless, kind, affeotion- 
ate, a,nd not sentimental; as a hundred pages in his writ- 
ings are beautiful, and full, not of suprising humour mere- 
ly, but of genuine love and kindness. A perilous trade, 
indeed, is that of a man who has to bring his tears and 
laughter, his reoollections, his personal griefs and joys, his 
private thoughts and feelings to ms^rket, to write them on 
paper, and sell them for money. Does he exaggerate his 
grief, so as to get his reader's pity for a false sensibility — 
Ibign indignation, so as to establish.aoharaoter for virtue? 
elaborate repartees, so that he may pass for a wit ? steal 
from other authors, and put down the theft to the credit 
side of his own reputation for ingenuity and learning ? 
feign originality ? affect benevolence or misanthn^y ? ap* 
peal to the gallery gods with claptraps and vulgar baits to 
catch applause ? How much of the paint and emjdiasis is 
necessitry for the fair business of the stage, and how much 
of the rant and rouge is put on for the vanity of the actor. 



^ " In Febniazy, 1768, Lawrence Sterne, his frame exhausted by long debilitating 
illness, expired at his lodgings in Bond-street, London. There was something in 
the manner of his death singularly resembling the particulars detailed by Mrs. 
Quickly y as attending that oiFalttaffy the compeer of Yonck for infinite jest, how 
ever unlike in other particulars. As he lay on his bed totally exhausted, he com- 
plained that his feet were cold, and requested the female attendant to chafe them. 
She did so, and it seemed to> relieve him. He complained that the cold came Up 
higher ; and whilst the assistant was in the act of chafing his ancles and legs, he 
expired without a groan. It was also remarkable that his death took place much In 
the manner which he himself had wished ; and that thd last offices were rendered 
him, not in his own house, or by the band of kiiidred affection, but in an inn, and 
by strangets. 

**We are well acquainted with Sterne's features and personal appearance, to 
which he himself frequently alludes. He was tall and thin, with a hectic and oon 
•UBptiTe appeac^DM*"— Sim Waltie Soott 
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His audience trusts him : can he trust himself ? How 
muoh was deliberate paleulation and imposture-^how much 
was fahje sensibility— and how much true feeling? Where 
did the lie begin, and did he know where? and where did 
the truth end in the art and scheme of this man of genius, 
this aotor, this quack ? Some time since I was in the 
company of a Frendi actor, who began aft^ dinner, and 
at his own request, to sing French songs of tike BOtt called 
(ks chansons g'rivoises, and>: which he performed admi* 
rably, and to the dissatis&Otion of most persons present 
Having finished these, he commenced a sentimental bal- 
lad — it was ao charmingly sung ^at it touched all persons 
present^ and especially the singer himself, whose voice 
trembled, whose eyes filled witii emotion, and who was 
snivelling and weeping quite genuine tears by the tim^ his 
own ditty was over. Z suppose Stem6 had' this artistical 
sensibility ; he i^lsed to blubber perpetually in his study^ 
and finding his tears. infectious, and that they brought him 
a great popularity, he exercised the lucrative gift of weep- 
ing, he utilised it, and cried on every occasion. I own that 
I do not value or respect much the cheap dribble of those 
fountains. He fatigues me with his perpetual disquiet 
and his uneasy appeal^ to my risible or sentimental faCul* 
ties. He is always looking in my face, watching his elSect, 
uncertain whether I think him an impostor or not ; post- 
ure-making, coaxinj^, and imploiing me. ^^ See what sens- 
ibility I have— own now that I'm very clever— do cry 
now, you can't resist this." The humour <rf Swift and 
Rabelais, whom he pretended to succeed, poure4 from them 
as naturally as a song does from a bir(} ; they lose no man- 
ly dig^ty with it, but laugh their hearty great laugh out 
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of their broad chests as nature blade them. Bat this man 
— ^who can make you laugh, who can make you cry, too 
-^never lets his reader alone, or will permit his audience 
repose : when you are quiet, he fancies he must roiise you, 
and turns over head and heels, or sidles up and whispers a 
nasty story. The man is a great jester, not a great hu- 
mourist. He goes to work systematically and of cold 
blood ; )>aints his face, puts on his mff and motley clotheS| 
and lays down his carpet and tumbles on it. 

For instance, take the ** Sentimental Journey,'* and see 
in the writer the deliberate propensity to mate points and 
seek applause. He gets to Dessein's Hotel, he wants a 
carriage to travel to Paris, he goes to the inn-yard and be- 
gins what the actors^ call '^ business" at once. There is 
that little carriage the dUsobligeant. ^^ Four months had 
elapsed since it had finished its career of Europe in the 
corner of Monsieur Dessein's court-yard, and having sallied 
out thence but a vamped-up business at first, though it had 
been twice taken to pieces on Mount Sennis, it had not 
profited much by its adventures, but by none so little as 
the standing so many months unpitied in the corner of 
Monsieur Dessein's coach-yard. Much, indeed, was not to 
be said for it — ^but something might — and when a few 
words will rescue misery out of her distress, I hate the man 
who can be a churl of them." 

Le tour est fait ! Paillasse has tumbled ! Paillasse has 
jum))ed over the disobligeant, cleared it, hood and all, and 
bows to the noble company. Does anybody believe that 
this is a real Sentiment ? that this luxury of generosity, 
this gallant rescue of Misery (with a large M) — out of an 
old cab} is genuine feeling ? It is as genuine as the virtu* 

L 
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oas oratory of Joseph Surface when he begins^ <^ The man 
who," &CO.J &c., and wishes to pass off for a saint with his 
credulous, good-humoured dupes. 

Our friend purchases the carriage — after turning that 
notorious old monk to good account, and effecting (like a 
soft and good-natured Paillasse as he was, and very free 
with his money when he had it) an exphange of snuff-box- 
es with the old Franciscan, jogs out of Oalais ; sets down 
in immense figures on the credit side of his account the sous 
he gives away to the Montreuil beggars ; and, at Nampont, 
gets out of the chaise and whimpers over that famous dead 
donkey, for which any sentimentalist may cry who will. 
It is agreeably and skilfully done — that dead jackass; 
like M. de Soubise's cook, on the campaign, Sterne dresses 
it, and serves it up quite tender and with a very piquante 
sauce. But tears, and fine feelings, and a white pocket- 
handkerchief, and a funeral sermon, and horses and feath- 
ers, and a procession of mutes, and a hearse with a dead 
donkey inside ! Psha ! Mountebank ! I'll not give thee 
one penny more for that trick, donkey and all ! 

This donkey had appeared once before with signal efiect. 
In 1765, three years before the publication of the " Senti- 
mental Journey," the seventh and eighth volumes of " Tris- 
tram Shandy" were given to the world, and the famous 
Lyons donkey makes his entry in those volumes (pp. 315, 
316):— 

" 'Twas but It poor ass, with a couple of large panniers 
at his back, who had just turned in to collect eleemosynary 
turnip-tops and cabbage-leaves; and stood dubious, with 
his two fore-feet at the inside of the threshold, and with 
his two hinder feet towards the street, as not knowing very 
veil whether he was to go in or no 
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" Now His an animal (be in what hurry I may) I can- 
not bear to strike ; there is a patient enduranoe of suffering 
wrote so unaffectedly in his looks and carriage which pleads 
so mightily for him, that it always disarms me, and to that 
degree that I do not like to speak unkindly to him : on the 
contrary, meet him where I will, whether in town or coun- 
try, in cart or under panniers, whether in liberty or bond- 
age, I have ever something civil to say to him oh my part ; 
and, as one word begets another (if he has as' little to-do as 
I), I generally fall into conversation with him ; and surely 
never is my imagination so busy as in framing responses 
from the etchings of his countenance; and where those 
carry me not deep* enough, in flying from my own heart 
into his, and seeing what isr natural for an ass to think—- 
as well as a man, upon the occasbn. In truth, it is the 
only creature of all the classes of beings below me with 

whom I can do this With an ass I can commune 

forever. 

'< ' Come, Honesty,' said I, seeing it was impracticable 
to pass betwixt him and the gate, ' art thou for coming in 
or goitig out ?' 

<< The ass twisted his head round to look up the street. 

" * Well!' replied I, * we'll wait a minute for thy driver.' 

^\ He turned his head thoughtful about, and looked wist- 
fully the opposite way. 

" * I understand thee perfectly,' answered 1 : 4f thou 
takest a wrong step in this affair, he will cudgel thee to 
death. Well ! a minute is but a minute ; and if it saves 
a fellow-creature a drubbing, it shall not be set down as 
ill spent.' / 

^^He was eating the stem of an artiohoke as this dis« 
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course went on, and, in the little peevish contentions be- 
tween hunger and unsavouriness, had dropped it out of his 
mouth half a dozen times^ and had picked it up again. 
^ Gk>d help thee, Jack !' said I, ' thou hast a bitter breakfast 
wi't — and qiany a bitter day's labour, and many a bitter 
blow, I fear, for its wages ! 'Tis all, all bitterness to thee — 
whatever life is to others! And now thy mouth, if one 
knew the truth of it, is as bitter, I dare say, as soot (for he 
had cast aside the stem), and thou hast not a friend perhaps 
in all this world that will give thee a macaroon/ In Saying 
this, I pulled out a paper of 'em, which I had just bought, 
and gave him one ; — and, at this moment that I am telling 
tt, my heart smites me that there was more of pleasantry 
in the conceit of seeing how an ass would eat a macaroon 
than of benevolence in giving him one, which presided in 
the act. 

"When the ass had eaten his macaroon, I pressed him 
to ccMue in. The poor beast Was heavily loaded — ^his legs 
seemed to tremble under him — ^he hung rather backwards, 
and, a^ I pulled at his halter, it broke in my hand. He 
looked up pensive in my face : * Don't thrash me with it ; 
but if you will, you may.' * If I do,' said I, * I'll be d .' '' 

A critic who refuses to see in this charming description 
wit, humour, pathos, a kind nature speaking, and a real 
sentiment, must be hard indeed to move and to please. A 
page or two farther we come to a description not less beau- 
tiful—a. landscape and figures, deliciotisly painted by one 
who had the keenest enjoyment and the most tremulous 
sensibility :— 

" 'Twas in the road between Nismes and Lunel, where 
b tiie best Muscatto wine in all France : the sun was set. 
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they had done their work ; the nymphs had tied up their 
hair afresh, and the swains were prepisring for a carousal. 
My mule made a dead point. * 'Tis the pipe and tambour- 
ine,' said I-—* I never will argue a point with one of your 
family as long as I live ;' so leaping off his baok, and kick- 
ing off one boot into this ditch and t'other into that, ^Pll 
take a dance,' said I, ^ so stay you here.' 

'^ A stm-bumt daughter of labour rose up from the group 
to meet me as I advanced towards them ; her hair, which 
was of a dark chesnut approaching to a black, was tied up 
in a knot, all but a single tress. 

** ' We want a cavalier,' said she, holding out botii her 
hands, as if to offer them. * And a cavalier you shall have, ' 
said I, taking hold of both of them. * We could not have 
done without you,' said she, letting go one hand, with self- 
taught politeness, and leading me up widi the oUier. 

"A llime youth, whom Apollo had ^recompensed with a 
pipej and to which he had added a tambourine of his own 
accord, ran sweetly over the prelude, as he sat upon the 
bank. * Tie me up this tress, instantly,' said Niannette, 
putting a piece of string into my hand. It taught me to 
forget I was a stranger. The whole knot fell down — ^we 
had been seven years acquainted. The youth struck the 
note upon the tambourine, his pipe followed, and off we 
bounded. 

" The sister of the youth — who had stolen her voiee from 
Heaven — sang alternately with her brother. 'Twas a Gas- 
coigne roundelay. * Viva la joia, fidon la iristessa /' — 
the nymphs joined in unison, and their swains an octave 
below them. 

" Viva lajoia was in Nannette's lips, viva lajoia in 
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her eyes. A transient spark of amity shot across tiie space 
betwixt us. She looked amiable. Why oould I not live and 
end my days thus? ^ Just Disposer of our joys and sor- 
rows !' cried I, ' why could not a man sit down in the lap 
of content here, and dance, and sing, and say his prayers, 
and go to Heaven with this nut-brown maid V Capri- 
ciously did she bend her head on one side, and dance up 
insidious. ' Then 'tis time to dance off,' quoth I." 

And with this pretty dance and chorus, the volume art- 
fully concludes. Even here one cannot give the whole de- 
scription. There is not a page in Sterne's writing but has 
something that were better away, a latent corruption — a 
hint, as of an impure presence.^ 

Some of that dreary double entendre may be attributed 

' " With regard to Sterne, and the charge of licentiousness which presses so se 
riously upon his character as a writer, I would remark that there is a sort of know 
ingness, the wit of which depends, Ist, on the modesty it gives pain to ; or, 2ndl7, 
on the innocence and innocent ignorance over which it triumphs ; or, 3rdly, on a 
certain oscillation in the individual's own mmd between the remaining good and the 
encroaching evil of his nature — a sort of ddlying with the devil — a fluxionary art of 
combining courage and cowardice, as when a man snuffs a candle with his fingers for 
the first time, or better still, perhaps, like that trembling daring with which a child 
touches a hot tea-urn, because it has been forbidden ; so that the mind has its own 
white and black angel ; the same or similar amusement as may h^ supposed to take 
place between an old debauchee and a prude,— the feeling resentment, on the one 
hand, from a prudential anxiety to preserve appearances and have a character ; and, 
on the other, an inward sympathy with the enemy. We have only to suppose ao- 
ciety innocent, and then nine-tenths of this sort of wit would be like a stone that 
falls in snow, making no sotind, because exciting no resistance ; the remainder rests 
on its being an offence against the good manners of human nature itself 

" This source, unworthy as it is, may doubtless be combined with wit, drollery, 
fancy, and even humour ; and we have only to regret the misalliance ; but that the 
latter are quite distinct from the former, may be made evident by abstracting in our 
imagination the morality of the characters of Mr. Shandy, my Uncle Toby, and 
Trim, which are all antagonists to this spurious sort of wit, from the rest of * Tris- 
tram Shandy,' and by supposing, instead of them, the presence of two or three cal 
bus debauchees. The result will be pure disgust. Sterne cannot be too severely 
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to freer times and manners than ours, but not all. The 
foul Satyr's eyes leer out of the leaves constantly : the last 
words the fainous author wrote were bad and wicked — ^the 
last lines the poor stricken wretch penned were for pity 
and pardon. I think of these past writers and of one who 
lives amongst us now, and am grateful for the innocent 
laughter and the sweet and unsullied page which the au- 
tiior of " David Copperfield" gives to my children. 

*' Jet^ snr cette boule» 
Laid, ch^tif et souflfrant ; 
£touff<^ dans la foule, 
Faute d'dtre asses grand; 

" Une plainte touchante 

De ma bouche sortit ; 

Le bon Dieu me dit : Chante, 

Chante, paavre petit ! 
** Chanter, ou je m'abuse. 

Est ma t&che ici has, 

Tous ceuz qu'ainsi j'amuse, 

Ne m'aimeront-ils pas ?"* 



eensured for thus using the best dispositions of our nature as the panders and t 
I for the basest." — Colbbidok. LUarary Renudru, voL i. p. 141, 142. 
^ A castaway on this great earth, . 
A sickly child of humble birth 

And homely feature ; 
Before me rushed the swift and strong, 
I thought to perish in the throng, 
Poor puny creature. 

Then ciying in my loneliness, 

I prayed that Heaven in my distress 

Some aid would bring. 
And pitying my misery, 
My guardian, angel said to me, 

Sing, poet, sing. 

Since then my grief is not so sharp, 
I know my lot and tune my harp, 
And chant my ditty t 
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In those pfaarming lines of B6ranger, one may fancy de« 
aoribed the career, the sufferings, the genius, the gentle 
nature of GK)LD8MiTH, and the esteem in which we hold 
him. Who, of the millions whom he has amused, does not 
love him ? To be the most beloved of English writers, 
what a title that is for a man !^ A wild youth, wayward 
but fiill of tenderness and affection, quits the country vil- 
lage wh^e his boyhood has been passed in happy niusing, 
in idle shelter, in fond longing to see the great world out 
of doors, and achieve name and fortune — ^and after years 
of dire struggle, and neglect and poverty, his heart turning 
back as fondly to his native place, as it had longed eagerly 
for change when sheltered there, he writes a book and a 
poem, full of the recollections and feelings of home — ^he 
paints the friends and scenes of his youth, and peq)les Au- 
burn and Wakefield with remembrances of Lissoy* Wan- 
der he must, but he carries away a home-relic with him, 
and dies with it on his breast. His nature is truant; in 
repose it longs for change : as on the journey it looks back 
for friends and quiet. He passes to-day in building an air 

And kindly voices cheer the bard, 
And gentle hearts his song reward 
With love and pity. 
^ "He was a friend to virtue, and in his most playful pages never foigets what 
is due to it A gentleness, delicacy, and purity of feeling distinguishes whatever 
he wrote, and bears a correspondence to the generosity of a disposition which knew 

no bounds but his last guinea 

**The admirable ease and grace of the narrative, as well as the pleasing truth 
with which the principal characters are designed, make the *Vicar of Wakefield* 
one of the most delicious morsels of fictitious composition on which the human mind 
was ever employed 

.... ** We read the ' Vicar of Wak^eld* m youth and in age— we^tum to it 
again and again, and bless the memory of an author who contrives so veil to recon 
cile us to human nature."— SiH WAttBR Scran. 
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Ottstle for to-morrow, or in writing yesterday's elegy ; and 
he would fly away this hour ; bqt that a cage necessity 
keeps hira. What is the charm of his verse, of his style, 
and humour ? His sweet regrets, his delicate compassion, 
hi^ soft smile, his tremulous sympathy, the weakness which 
he owns? Your love for him is half pity. You come hot 
and tired from the day's battle, and this sweet minstrel 
sings to you. Who could harm the kind vagrant harper ? 
Whom did he ever hurt ? He carries no weapon — save the 
harp on which he plays to you ; and with which he delights 
great and humble, young and old, the Captains in the tents, 
or the soldiers round the fire, or the women and children 
in the villages, at whose porches he stops and sings his sim- 
ply songs of love and beauty. With that sweet story of 
ike " Vicar of Wakefield,"* he has found entry into every 



^ " Now Herder came," says Goethe in his Autobiography, relating his first ac- 
quaintance with Goldsmith's masterpiece, " and together with his great knowledge 
brought many other aids, and the later publications besides. Among these he an- 
nounced to us the ' Vicar of Wakefield' as an excellent work, with the German 
translation of which he would make us acquainted by reading it aloud to us him- 
self. 

'* A Protestant country clergyman is perhaps the most beautiful subject for a mod* 
em idyl ; he appears like Melchizedeck, as priest and king in one person. To the 
most innocent situation which can be imt^ned on earth, to that of » husbandman, 
he is, ibr the most part^ united by similarity of occupation as well as by equality in 
family relationships ; he is a father, a master of a family, an agriculturist, and thus 
perfectly a member of the community. On this pure, beautiful, earthly foundation 
rests his highet' calling ; to him is it given to guide men through life, to take eare 
of their spiritual education, to bless them at all the leading epochs of their exist 
ence, to instruct, to strengthen, to console them, and if consolation is not sul&cient 
for the present, to call up and guarantee the hope of a happier future. Imagine such 
a man with pure human sentiments, strong enough not to deviate from them under 
any circumstances, and by this already elevated above the multitude of whom one 
cannot expect purity and firmness ; give him the learning necessary for his office, 
as well as a cheerful, equable activity, which is even p a it i o nate , as it neglects no 
moment to do good— and yoa will have hiniweU endowed. But at tbe same tims 

L2 
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o&eflo and every hamlet in Europe. ' Not one of us, how« 
ever busy or hard, but onoe or twice in our lives, has passed 

add the necessary limitation, sd that he must not onljr pause in a small circle, but 
may also perchance pass over to a smaller ; grant him good-nature, placability, res- 
olution, and everything else praiseworthy that springs from a decided character, 
and over all this a cheerful spirit of compliance, and a smiling toleration of his own 
failings and those of others,— ihen you will have put together pretty well the image 
of our excellent Wakefield. 

" The delineation of this character on his course of life through joys and sorrows, 
the ever-increasing interest of the story, by the combination of the ^entirely natural 
with the strange and the singular, make this novel one of the best which has evei 
been written ; besides this, it has the great advantage that it is quite moral, nay, in 
a pure sense. Christian — represents the reward of a good-will and perseverance in 
the light, stiengthens an unconditional confidence in God, and attests the final tn- 
mnph of good over evil ; and all this withoat a trace of cant or pedantry. The 
author was preserved from both of these by an elocution of mind that shows itself 
throughout in the form of irony, by which this little work must appear to us as wise 
as it is amiable. The author. Dr. Goldsmith, has without question a great insight 
into the moral world, into its strength and its infirmities ; but at the same time he 
can thankfully acknowledge that he is an Englishman, and reckon highly the ad- 
vantages which his country and his nation afibrd him. The family, with the deline- 
ation of which he occupies himself, stands upon one of the last steps of citizen com- 
fort, and yet comes in contact with the highest ; its narrow circle, which becomes 
still more contracted, touches upon the great world through the natural and civil 
course of things ; this little skiff fldats on the agitated waves of English life, and in 
weal or woe it has to expect injury or help from the vast fleet which sails around it. 

" I may suppose that my readers know this woriL, and have it in memory ; who- 
ever hears it named for the first time here, as well as he who is induced to read it 
again, will thank me.** — Goethb. Thah and Poetry ; from my own Life. (En- 
glish translation, vol. i pp. 378, 9.) 

** He seems from in&mcy to have been compounded of two natures, one bright,' 
the other bluddering ; or to have had fiury gi(Vs laid in his^ cradle by the * good peo- 
ple* who^haunted his birth-place, the old goblin mansion, on the banks of the lnny« 

" He carries with Hm the wayward elfin spirit, if we may so term it, throughout 
his career. His (idry gifts are of no avail at school, academy, or coUege : they un- 
fit him for close study and practical science, and render him heedleis of everything 
that does not address itself to his poetical imagination, and genial and festive feel- 
ings ; they dispose him to bresk away from restraint, to stroll about hedges, green 
lanes, and haunted streams, ta revel with jovial companions, or to rove the country 
like a gipsy in quest of odd adventures. .... 

** Though his circumstances often compelled him to associate vcith the poor, they 
•ever ooold betray him into companionship with the depraved. His relish for ho- 
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him. He had a crowd of poor dependents besides those 
hungry children. He kept an open table ; round which sate 
flatterers and pomr friends, who laughed at the honest rec- 
tor's many jokes, and ate the prdduce of iis seventy acres of 
farm. Those who have seen an Irish house in the present 
day, can fancy that one of Lissoy. The old beggar still 
has his allotted comer by the kitdien turf ; the maimed 
old soldier still gets his potatoes and butter-milk ; the poor 
cottier still asks his honour's charity, and prays G-od bless 
his Reverence for the sixpence : the ragged pensioner still 
takes his place by aright and sufferance. There is still a 
crowd in the kitchen, and a crowd round the parlour-table, 
profusion, confusion, kindness, poverty. If an Irishman 
comes to London to make his fortune, he has a half dozen 
of Irish dependents who take a per centage of his earnings. 
The good Charles G-oldsmith^ left but little provision for his 
hungry race when death summoned him :. and, one of his 
daughters being engaged to a Squire of rather superior dig- 



s ** In May this year (1768), he lost his brother, ^ Rev. Heniy Goldsmith, for 
whom he had been unable to obtain preferment in the church 

" To the curacy of Kilkenny West, the moderate stipend of which, foxty 

pounds a year, is sufficiently celebrated by his brotiier'a lines. It has been stated 
that Mr. Goldsmith added a school, which, after having been held at more than one 
place in the vicinity, was finally fixed at Lissoy. Here his talents and industry 
gare it celebrity, and under his care the sons of many of the neighbouring gentry 
zeoeived their education. A fever breaking out among the boys about 1765, they 
dispersed for a time, but re-assembling at Athlone, he continued his scholastic la> 
boors there until the time of his death, which happened, like that of his brother, 
about the forty-fifth year of his^ t^t. He was a man of an excellent heart and aft 
) disposition.'*— Pbior's Goldsmith. 

'* Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart, untravelPd, fondly turns to thee : 
Still to my brother turns witi ceaseless pain, 
And diags at eioh remove a lengthening chain." 
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nity, Charles Goldsmith impoverished the rest of his family 
to provide the girl with a dowry. 

The small-pox, which sooutged all Europe at liiat time, 
and ravaged the roses off the cheeks of half the world, fell 
foul of poor little Oliver's &ce when the child was eight 
years old, and left him scarred and disfigured for his life. 
An old woman in his father's village taught him his let4;ers, 
and pronounced him a dunce : Faddy Byrne, the hedge- 
schoolmaster, toolc him in hand; and from Paddy Byrne, 
he was transmitted to a clergyman at Elphin. When a 
child was sent to school in those days, the classic phrase 
was that he was placed under Mr. So and So* a ferule. 
Poor little ancestors ! It is hard to think how ruthlessly 
you were birched ; and how much of needless whipping 
and tears our small forefathers had to undergo ! A relative, 
kind uncle, Contarine, took the main charge of little Noll ; 
who went through his school-days righteously, doing as lit- 
tle work as he could : robbing orchards, playing at ball, 
and making his pocket-money fly about whenever fortune 
sent it to him. Everybody knows the story of that famous 
'< Mistake of aNight," when the young school-boy, provided 
with a guinea and a nag, rode up to the ^^ best house" in 
Ardagh, called for the landlord's company over a bottle of 
wine at supper, and for a hot Ga;ke for breakfast in the 
morning ; and found when he asked for the bill, that the 
best hotise was ^uire Featherstone's, and not the inn for 
which he mistook it. Who doed not know every story about 
Goldsmith? That is a delightful and fantastic picture of 
the child dancing and capering about in the kitchen at 
home, when the old fiddler gibed at him for his ugliness— 
and called him ^sop, and little Noll made his repartee of 
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** Heralds proolaim aloud this saying — see iBsop dancing 
and his monkey playing." One can fancy the queer pitiful 
look of humour and appeal upon that little scarred &ce— - 
the funny little dancing figure, the funny little brogue. In 
His life, and his writings, which are the honest expression 
of it, he is constantly bewailing that homely face and per- 
son ; anon he surveys them in the glass ruefully ; and pres- 
ently assumes the most comical dignity. He likes to deck 
out his little person in splendour and fine colours. He pre- 
sented himself to be examined for ordination in a pair of 
scarlet breeches, and said honestly that he did not like to 
go into the church because he was fond of coloured clothes. 
When he tried to practise as a doctor, he got by hook or by 
orook a black-velvet suit, and looked as big and grand as 
he could, and kept his hat over a patch on the old coat : in 
better days he bloomed out in plum-colour, in blue silk, 
and in new velvet For some of those splendours the heirs 
of Mr. Filby, the tailor, have never been paid to this day; 
perhaps the kind tailor and his creditor have met and set- 
tled the little account in Hades.^ 

They showed until lately a window at Trinity College, 
Dublin, on which the name of 0. Goldsmith was engraved 
with a diamond. Whose diamond was it ? Not the young 
Si^ai^Sy who made but a poor figure in that place of learn- 
ing. He was idle, penniless, and fond of pleasure :' he 



s '* When Goldsmith diecU half the tmpaid bill he owed to BCr. Williuu Filby 
(amounting in all to 792.) was for clothes supplied to this nephew Hodson.*'— FoK- 
stbr's Goldsmith^ p. 520. 

As this nephew Hodson ended his days (see the same page) **-n, prosperaus Irish 
gentleman/* it is not unreasonable to wish that je had cleared off Mr. Filby'a bilL 

* ** Poor fellow ! He hardly knew an •ass from a mule, nor a turkey fiom a goose 
bat when he saw it on the Uble.*'—Ci7MBSK land's MemoirM 
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learned his way early to the pawnbroker's shop. He wrote 
ballads they say for the street singers, who paid him a crown 
for a poem : and his pleasure was to steal out at night and 
hear his verses sung. He was chastised by his tutor for 
giving a dance in his rooms, and took the box on the ear 
so much to heart, that he packed up his all, pawned his 
books and little property, and disappeared from college and 
family. He said he intended to go to America, but when 
his money was spent, the young prodigal came home rue- 
fully, and the good folks there killed their calf— ^it was but 
a lean one — and welcomed him back. 

After College, he hung about his mother's house, and 
lived for some years the life of a buckeen — passed a month 
with this relation and that, a year with one patron, a great 
deal of time at the public-house.^ Tired of this life, it was 
resolved that he should go to London, and study at the 
Temple ; but he got no farther on the road to London and 
the woolsack them Dublin, where he gambled away the 
fifty pounds given him for his outfit, and whence he re- 
turned to the indefatigable forgiveness of home. Then he 
determined to be a doctor, and uncle Contarine helped him 
to a couple of years at Edinburgh. Then from Edinburgh 
he felt that he ought to hear the famous professors of Ley- 
den and ?aris, and wrote most amusing pompous letters to 
his uncle about the great. Farheim, Du Petit, and Duhamel 
du Monceati, whose lectures he proposed to follow. If 

^ ** These youthful follies, like the fennentation of liquors, often disturbed the 
mind only in order to its future refinement : a life spent in phlegmatic apathy re* 
sembles those liquors which never ferment, and are consequently always muddy." 
— Goldsmith. Memoir of Voltaire. 

<* He [Johnson] said * Goldsmith was a plant that flowered late.' There ap- 
peared nothing Temaiktble about him when he was young."— BotWSLL. 
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uncle Gontarine believed those letters — ^if Oliver's mothei' 
believed that story which the youth related of his going to 
Cork with the purpose of embarking for America, of his 
having paid his passage-money, and having sent his kit on 
board ; of the anonymous captain sailing away with Oliver's 
valuable luggage, in a nameless ship, never to return ; if 
uncle Contarine and the mother at Ballymahon believed 
his stories, they must have been a very simple pair j as it 
was a very simple rogue indeed who cheated them. When 
the lad, after failing in his clerical examination, after fail- 
ing in his plan for studying the law, took leave of these 
projects and of his parents, and set out for Edinburgh, he 
saw mother, and uncle, and lazy Ballymahon, and green 
native turf, and sparkling river for the last time. He was 
never to look on old Ireland more, and only in fancy revisit 
her. 

" But me not destined such delights to share, 
My prime of life in w&ndering spent and care. 
Impelled, with step unceasing, to pursue 
Some fleeting good that mocks me with the view ; 
That like the circle bounding earth and skies 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies : 
My fortune leads to traverse realms unknown, 
And find no spot of all the world my own." 

I spoke in a former lecture of that high courage which 
Miabled Fidding, in spite of disease, remorse, and poverty, 
always to retain e^ cheerful spirit* and to keep his manly 
benevolence and love of truth intact, as if these treasures 
had been confided to him for the public benefit, and he was 
accountable to posterity for their honourable employ ; and 
a constancy equally happy and admirable I think was 
shown by Groldsmith, whose sweet and friendly natui^e 
bloomed kindly always in tixe midst of a life's storm, and 
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rain, and bitter weather.' The poor feXlovr was never so 
friendless but he could befriend some one ; never so pinched 
and wretched but he could give of his crust,- and speak his 
word of compassion. If he had but his flute left, he could 
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lantly said^ ^^ are the booksellers, and I want no others.'" • 
Hard patrons they were, and hard work he did ; but he did 
not complain much : if in his early writings some bitter 
wbrds escaped him, some allusions to neglect and poverty, 
he withdrew these expressions when his works were repub*' 
lished, and better days seemed to open for him; and he 
did not care to complain that printer or publisher had over- 
looked his merit, or left him poor. The Court face was 
turned from honest Oliver, the Court patronised Beattie; 
the fashion did not shine on him— ^fashion adored K»rne.* 
Fashion pronounced Kelly to be ibe great writer of comedy 

*■ " At present, the few poets of England no longer depend on the great for sub- 
sistence ; they have now no other patrons but the public, and the public, collective- 
ly considered, is a good and a generous master. It is indeed too fi«quently nut- 
taken as to the merits of ereiy candidate for favour ; but to make amends it is 
never mistaken long. A performance indeed may be forced for a time into reputa- 
tion, but, destitute of real merit, it soon sinks ; tim^, the touchstone of what is truly 
valuable, will soon discover the fraud, and an author should never arrogate to him- 
self any share of success till his works have been read at least ten years with sat- 
isfaction. 

** A man of letters at present, whose works are valuable, is perfectly sensible of 
their value. Every polite member of the community, by buying what he writes, con- 
tributes to reward him. The ridicule, therefore, of living in 9, garret might have 
been wit in the last age, but continues such no longer, because no longer true. A 
writer of real merit now may easfly be rich, if his heart.be set only on fortune : 
and for those who have no merit, it is but fit that such should remain in merited 
obscurity."— OoLDSMiTH. Cmzen of the World, Let. 84. 

^ Goldsmith attacked Sterne, obviously enough censuring his indeceney, and 
slighting his wit, and ridiculing his manner, in the SSrd leUer in the " Citizen of 
the World." 

" As in common conversation," says he, " the best way to make the audience 
laugh is by first laughiiig yourself ; so, in writing, the properest manner is to show 
an attempt at humour, which will pass upon most for humour in reality. To effect 
this, readers must be treated with the most perfect familiarity ; in one page the 
author is to make them a low bow, and in the next to pull them by the nose ; he 
must talk in riddles, and then send them to bed in order to dream for the solution," 
&c. 

Steme*s humorous mot on the subject of the gravest part of the chaises, then, as 
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of his day. A little-— not ill-humour, but plaintiveness— ^ 
a little betrayal of wounded pride which he showed. render 
him not the less amiable. The author of the " Vicar of 
Wakefield" had a right to protest when Newbery kept back 
the MS. for two years : had a right to be a little peevish 
with Sterne ; a little angry when Coleman's actors declined 
their parts in his delightful comedy^ when the manager 
refused to have a scene painted for it, and pronounced its 
damnation before hearing. He hiad not the great public 
with him ; but he had the noble- Johnson, and the admira- 
ble Reynolds, and the great Gibbon, and the great Burke, 
and the great Fox — friends and admirers illustrious indeed, 
as famous as those who, fifty years before, sate round Pope's 
table. 

. Nobody knows, and I dare say Goldsmith's buoyant tem- 
per kept no account of all the pains which he endured during 
the early period of his literary career. Should any man of 
letters In our day have to bear up against such. Heaven 
grant he may come out of the period of misfortune with 
such a pure kind heart as that which Goldsmith obsti- 
nately bore in his breast. The insults to which he had to 
submit are shocking to read of, — ^slander, contumely, vul- 
gar satire, brutal malignity perverting his commcmest mo- 
tives and actions : he had his share of these, and one's an- 

now, made against him, may perhaps be quoted here, from the excellent, the re- 
spectable Sir Walter Scott. 

" Soon after * Tristram' had appeared, Steme asked a Yorkshire lady of fortane 
and condition, whether she had read his book. * I have not, Mr. Sterne,' was th<« 
answer ; • and to be plain with you, I am informed it is not proper for female pe- 
rusal.* * My dear good lady,* replied the author, * do not be gulled by such stories ; 
the book is like your young heir there (pointing to a child of three years old, wlio 
was rolling on the carpet in his white tunics), he shows at timfes a good deal that 
is usually concealed, but it is all in perfect innocence.* ** 
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ger is roused at reading of them, as it is at seeing a woman 
insulted or a child assaulted, at the notion that a creature 
so very gentle and weak, and full of love, should have had 
to suffer so. And he had worse than insult to undergo— to 
own to fault, and deprecate the anger of ruffians. There 
is a letter of his extant to one G-riffiths, a bookseller, in 
which poor Goldsmith is forced to confess that certain books 
sent by Griffiths are in the hands of a friend from whom 
Goldsmith had been forced to borrow money. " He was 
wild, sir," Johnson said, speaking of Goldsmith to Boswell, 
with his great, wise benevol^ioe and noble mercifulness of 
he^rt, " Dr. Goldsmith was wild, sir ; but he is so no more." 
Ah ! if we pity the good and weak man who suffers unde- 
servedly, let us deal very gently with him from whom mis* 
ery extorts notohly tears, but shame ; let us think humbly 
and charitably of the human nature that suffers so sadly 
and falls so low. Whose turn may it be to-morrow ? What 
weak heart, confident before trial, may not succumb under 
temptation invincible ? Cover the good man who has been 
vanquished— cover his face and pass on. 

For the last half dozen years of his life. Goldsmith was 
far removed from the pressure of any ignoble necessity: 
and in the receipt, indeed, of a pretty large income from 
the booksellers, his patrons. Had he lived but a few years 
more, his public fame would have been as gr^at as his pri- 
vate reputation, and he might have enjoyed alive a part of 
that esteem which his country has ever since paid to the 
vivid and versatile genius who has touched on alpiost every 
subject of literature, and touched nothing that he did not 
adorn. Except in rare instances a man is known in our 
profession, and esteemed as a skilful workman, years befoie 
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* 

the lucky hit, whioli trebles his usual gains, and stamps 
him a popular author. In the strength of his age, and the 
dawn of his reputation, having for backers and friends .the 
most Illustrious literary men of his time,* fame and pros- 
perity might have been in store for Groldsmith, had fate so 
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nmning from a hundred poor dependeuits, whose appealing 
looks were perhaps the hardest of all j>ains for him to bear, 
devising fevered plans for the morrow, new histories, new 
comedies, all sorts of new literary schemes, flying from all 
these into seclnsion, and out of seclusion into pleasure — ^at 
last, at five and forty, death seized him and closed his ca- 
reer.* I have been many a time in the Chambers in ti^ 
Temple which were his, and passed up the stair-case, which 
Johnson, and Burke, and Reynolds trod to see their friend, 
their poet, their kind Goldsmith — the stair on which the 
poor women sate weeping bitterly when they heard that 
greatest and most generous of all men was dead within the 
black oak door.* Ah, it was a different lot from that for 
which the poor fellow sighed, when he wrote with heart 
yearning for home those most charming of all fond verses, 
in which he fancies he revisits Auburn — ' 



* ** WTien Goldsmith was dying, Dr. Turton said to him, * Your pulse is in greater 
disorder than it should be from the degree of fever which you have ; is your mind 
at ease ?' Goldsmith answered it was not** — De. Johnson (m Boswelt). 

" Chambers, you find/is gone far, and poor Goldsmith is gone much further. He 
died of a ferer, exasperated, as I believe, by the fear of distress. He had raised 
money and squandered it, by every artifice of acquisition and folly of expense. But 
let not his failings be remembered; he was a. very great man."— D». Johnson to 
BottDeU, July 5th, 1774. 

s ** When Burke was told [of Goldsmith*s death] he burst into tears. Reynolds 
was in his painting-room when the messenger wentto him ; but at once he laid his 
pencil aside, which in times of great family distress he had not been known to do ; 
left his painting-room, and did not re-enter it that day. .... 

" The stair-case of Brick Court is said to have teen filled with mourners, the re« 
verse of domestic ; women without a home, without domesticity of any kind, with 
no friend but him they had come to weep for ; outcasts of that great, solitary, wicked 
city, to whom he had never forgotten to be kind and charitable. And he had do- 
mestic mourners, too. His coffin wae re-opened at the request of Miss Home<^ 
aiid her sister (su<^ was the regard he was known to have for them !) that a lock 
might be cut from his hair. It was in Mrs. Gwyn's possession when she died, aftei 
Marly ter^tj yean."— FossTsa's OMtmiih. 
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" Here as I take my solitary rounds, 
Amidst thy tangled walks and mined grounds, 
^ Andy many a year elapsed, return to view 

Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes, with all her busy train. 
Swells at my heart, and turns the past to pain. 

In all my wanderings round this world of care. 
In all my griefs — and God has giren my share, 
I still had hopes my latest hours to crown. 
Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down ', 
To husband out life's taper at the close. 
And keep the flame from wasting by repose ; 
1 still bad hopes — for pride attends us still — 
"" Amidst the swains to show my book-learned skiD, 

Around my Are an evening group to draw. 
And tell of all I felt and all I saw ; 
And, as^ hare, whom hounds and horns pursue,' 
Pants to the place from whence at first she flew— 
I still had hopes — my long vexations past. 
Here to return, and die at home at last. 

O blest retirement, friend to life's decline ! 
Retreats from care that never must be mine — 
How blest i».he who crowns in shades like these, 
A youth of labour with an age of ease ; 
Who quits a world where strong tempt^ons tiy , 
And, since 'tis hard tn combat, learns to fly ! 
For him no wretches bom to work and weep 
Explore the mine or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
No surly porter stands in guilty state 
To spurn imploring famine from his gate^ : 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay, 
Whilst resignation j^ently a]opea the way ; 
And all his prospects bri^ttening at ths last, 
His heavsn oommences ere the world be past.** 

In these verses, I need not say with what melody, with 
what touching truth, with what exquisite beauty of com- 
parison — as indeed in hundreds more pages of the writings 
of this honest soul— *tho wholo dxaraoter of the man ia told 
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—his humble confession of faults and weakness ; hist plea:<< 
ant little vanity, and desire that his village should admire 
him; his simple scheme of good in which everybody was 
to be happy — no beggar was to be refused his dinner — no- 
body in fact was to work much, and he to be the harmless^ 
ishief of the Utopia, and the monarch of the Irish Yvetot. 
He would have told again, and without fear of their fail- 
ing, those famous jokes* which had hung fire in London ; 



^ ** Ooldsmith*s incessant desire of bein^ conspicuous in company was the occa- 
sion of his sometimes appearing to auch disadvantage, as one should hardly have 
supposed possible in a man of his genius. When his literary reputation had risen 
deservedly high, and his society was much courted, he became very jealous of the 
extraordinary attention which was everywhere paid to Johnson. One evening, in 
a circle of wits, he found fault with me for talking of Johnson as entitled to the 
honour of unquestionable superiority. * Sir,' said he, * you are for making a mon 
archy of what should be a republic' 

'* He was still more mortified, when, talking in a company with fluent vivacivy, 
and, as he flattered himself, to the admiration of all present, a German who sat next 
him, and perceived Johnson rolling himself as if about to speak, suddenly stopped 
him, saying, ' Stay, stay— ^Toctor Shonson is going to zay something.* This was 
no doubt very provoking, especially to one so irritable as Goldsmith, who frequent- 
ly mentioned it with strong expressions of indignation. 

'* It may also be observed that Goldsmith was sometimes content to be treated 
with an easy fiuniliarity, but upon occasions would be consequential and important. 
An instance of this occurred in a small particular. Johnson had a way of contract- 
ing the names of his friends, bs Beauclerk, Beau. ; Bo«well, Bozzy. ... I remem- 
ber one day, when Tom Davies was telling that Dr. Johnson said — * We are all in 
labour for a name to OoldyU play,' Goldsmith seemed displeased that such a liber- 
ty should be taken with his name, and said, ' I have often desired him not to call 
roeCoWy.'" 

This is one of several of Boswell's depreciatory mentions of Goldsmith— which 
may well irritate biographers and adinirers — and also those who take that more 
kindly and more profound vi^w of Boswell's own character, which was opened up 
by Mr. Carlyle's famous article on his book. No wonder that Mr. Irving calls Bos- 
well an " incarnation of Uiadyism." And the worst of it is, that Jolinson himself 
lias suffered from this habit of the Laird of Auchenleck's. People are apt to ibrget 
nnder what Boswellian stimulus the great Doctor uttered many hasty things : — 
things no more indicative of the nature of the depths of his character than the phos- 
Sboric gleaming of theaea, when struck at night, is indicative of radical eonuption 
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he would have talked of his great friends of the Club— of 
my Lord Clare and my Lord Bishop, my Lord Nugent- 
sure he knew them intiraiately, and was hand and glove 
with some of the best men in town— and he would have 
spoken of Johnson and of Burke, from Cork, and of Sir 
Joshua whp had painted him — and he would have ^^ told 
wonderful sly stories of Ranelagh and the Pantheon, and 
the masquerades at Madame Cornely's: and he would have 
toasted, witii a sigh, the Jessamy Bride-*-the lovely Mary 
Horneek. 

The figure of that eharming young lady forms one of the 
prettiest recollections of Goldsmith's life. She and her 
beautiful sister, who married Bunbury, the graceful and 
humtourous amateur artist of those days, when Gilray had 
but just begun to try his powers, were among the kindest 
and dearest of G-oldsmith's many friends; cheered and 
pitied him, travelled abroad with him, made him welcome 
at their home, and gave him many a pleasant holiday 
He bought his finest clothes to figure at their country-house 
at Bartcm — ^he wrote them droll verses- They loved him, 
laughed at him, played him tricks, and made him happy 

of nature ! In troth, it is clear enough on the whole that both Johnson and Gold 
smith appredaied each other, and that they mutually knew it. They were— as it 
were, tripped up and flung against each other, oocasionally, by the blundering and 
silly gambolling of people in company. 

Something must be allowed for BoswelTs "riralry for Johnson's good graces** 
with Olirer (as Sir Walter ScoU has remarked), for Olirer was intimate with the 
Doctor before his biographer was,— and as we all remember, marehed off with him 
to " take tea with Mis. Williams*** before Boswell had adranced to that honourable 
degree of intimacy. But, in troth, Boswell— though he perhaps showed more tal- 
ent in his delineation of the Doctor than is generally ascribed to hini--had not fac- 
ulty to take a fair view of tufo great men at a time. Besides, as Mr. Forster justly 
remarks, **he was impatient of Goldsmith frem the first hour of their acquaintance." 
— Xi/« ond Advemhtre9t p. 292 

M 
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He asked for a loan from G-arrick, and G-airick kindly sup« 
plied him, to enable him to go to Barton — ^bUt there were 
no more holidays, and only one brief struggle more for 
poor Goldsmith— « look of his hair was taken from the 
coffin and given to the Jessamy Bride. She lived quite 
into our time. Hazlitt saw her an old lady, but beautiful 
still, in Nortboote's painting room, who told the eager 
critio how proud she always was that Gt>ld8mi1h had ad- 
mired her. The younger Golman has left a touching r^fn- 
iniscence of him. Vol. i. 63, 64. 

" I was only five years old," he says, "when G-oldsmith 
took me on his knee one evening whilst he was drinking 
coffee with my father, and began to play with me, whidi 
amiable act I returned, with the ingratitude of a peevish 
brat, by giving him a very smart slap on the face: it must 
have been a tingler, for it left the marks of my spiteful paw 
on his cheek. This infantile outrage was folWed by sum- 
mary justice, and I was locked up by my indignant father 
in an adjoining room to undergo solitary imprisonment in 
the dark- Here I began to howl and scream most abomin- 
ably, which was no bad step towards my liberation, since 
those who were not inclined to pity Ine might be likely to 
set me free for the purpose of abating a n>i\ttt*nce. 

"At length a generous friend appeared to extricate me 
from jeopardy, and that generous friend was no other than 
the man I had so wantonly molested by assault and battery 
—it was the tender-hearted Doctor himself, with a light- 
ed candle in his hand, and a smile upon his countonance, 
which was still partially red from the effects of my petu- 
lance. I skulked and sobbed as he fondled and soothed, 
till I began to brighten. Goldsmith seized the propitk^w 
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moment of returning good-humour, when he put down the 
candle and began to conjure. He placed three hats, which 
happened to be in the room, and a shilling under each. 
The shillings he told me were England, Frimce, and Spain. 
* Hey presto cockalorum !' cried the Doctor, and lo, on un- 
covering the shillings, which had been dispersed each be- 
neath a separate hat, they were all found congregated un- 
der one. I was no politician at five years eld, and there- 
fore might not have wondered at the sudden revdution 
which brought England, France, and Spain all under one 
crown ; but, as also I was no conjuror, it amazed me be- 
yond measure From that time, whenever the Doctor 

came to visit my father, *I plucked his gown to share the 
good man's smile ;' a game at romps constantly ensued, and 
we were always cordial friends and merry play-fellows. 
Our unequal companionship varied somewhat as to sports 
as I grew older; but it did not last long^ my senior play* 
mate died in his forty-fifth year, when I had attained my 
eleventh In all the numerous accounts of his vir- 
tues and foibles, his genius and absurdities, his knowledge 
of nature and ignorance of the world, his 'cot^passion for 
another^s woe' w^ always predominiant ; and my trivial 
story of his humouring a fro ward child weighs but as a 
feath^ in the recorded scale of his benevolence." 

Think of him reckless, thriftless, vain if you like — ^but 
merciful, gentle, generous, full of love and pily. He passes 
out of our life, and goes to render his_ account beyond it. 
Think of the poor pensioners weeping at his grave ; think 
of the noble spirits that admired and deplored him; think 
of the righteous pen that wrote his epitaph— and of the 
wonderful and unanimous response of affisction with which 
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the world has paid baclr the love he gave it. His humonr 
delighting as still ; his song fresh and beautiful as when 
first he oharmed with it: his words in all oar moaHis: his 
very weaknesses beloved and familiar — ^his benevolent spir- 
't seems still to smile upon tls: to do gentle kindnesses: t^ 
saoooor with sweet charity: to soothe, caress, and forgive: 
to plead with the fortunate for the unhappy and the poor. 
His name is Ihe last in the list of those men of humour 
who have formed the themes of the discourses, which you 
have heard so kindly. Long before I had ever hoped for^ 
such an audience, of dreamed of the possibility of the good 
fortune which has brought me so many friends, I was at is- 
sue with some of my literary brethren upon a point — which 
they held from tradition I think rather than experience- 
that our profession was neglected in this country ; and that 
men of letters were ill-received and held in slight esteem. 
It would hardly be grateful of me now to alter my old opin- 
ion that we do meet with good-will and kindness, with 
generous helping hands in the time of our necessity, with 
cordial and friendly recogniticm. What claim had any one 
of these of whom I have been speaking, but genius ? What 
return of gratitude, fame, af!ecti<m, did it not bring to all? 
What punishment befel those who were unfortunate among 
them, but that which follows reckless habits and careless 
lives? For these faults a wit must suffer like the dullest 
prodigal that ever ran in debt. He must pay the tailor if 
he wears the coat; his children must go in rags if he spends 
his money at the tavern; he cannot come to London and be 
made Lord Chancellor if he stops on the road and gambles 
away his last shilling at Dublin^ And he must pay the 
social penalty of these follies too, and. expect that the world 
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will shun the man of bad habits, that women will avoid the 
man of loose life, that prudent folks will close their doors as 
a precaution, and before a demand should be made on their 
pockets by the needy prodigal. With what difficulty had 
any one of these men to contend, save that eternal and me- 
chanical one of want of means and lack of capital, and of 
which thousands of young lawyers, young doctors, young 
Soldiers and sailors, of inventors, manufacturers, shopkeep- 
ers, have to complain ? Hearts as brave and resolute as 
ever beat in the breast of any wit or poet, sicken and break 
daily in the vain endeavour and unavailing struggle against 
life's difficulty. Do not we see daily ruined inventors, grey- 
haired midshipmen, balked heroes, blighted curates, barris- 
ters pining a hungry life out in chambers, the attorneys 
never mounting to their garrets, whilst scores of them are 
rapping at the door of the successful quack below? If 
tiiese suffer, who is the author, that he should be exempt? 
Let us bear our ills with the same constancy with which 
others endure them, accept our manly part in life, hold our 
own, and ask no more. I can conceive of no kings or laws 
causing or curing Q-oldsmith's improvidence, or Pielding^s 
fieital love of pleasure, or Dick Steele's mania for running 
races with the constable. You never can outrun that sure- 
footed officer — ^not by any swiftness or by dodges devised 
by any genius, however great; and he carries off the Tatler 
to the spunging-house, or taps the Citizen of the World on 
tiie shoulder as he would any other mortal. 

Does society look down on a man because he is an au- 
thor ? I suppose if people want a buffoon they tolerate him 
only in so far as he is amusing ; it can hardly be expected 
that they should respect him as an equal. Is there to be 
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a guard of honour provided for the author of the last new 
novel or poem ? how long is he to reign, and keep other 
potentates out of possession ? He retires, grumbles, and 
jnrints a Icgnentation that literature is despised. If Gap- 
tain A. is left out of Lady B.'s parties he does not state 
that the army is despised : if Lord G. no longer asks Coon* 
sellor D. to dinner, Counsellor D. does not announce that 
the bar is insulted. He is not fair to society if he enters 
it with this suspicion hankering about him ; if he is doubts 
fill about his reception, how hold up his head honestly, and 
look frankly in the fipice that world about which he is full 
of suspicion? Is he place-hunting, and thinking in his 
mind that he du^t to be made an Ambassadhr, like Prior, 
or a Secretary of State, like Addison ? his pretence of equal- 
ity falls to the ground at once : he is scheming for a patron, 
not shaking the hand of a friend, when he meets the world. 
Treat such a man as he deserves ; laugh at his buffooneryi 
and give him a dinner and a boty'our; laugh at his self- 
sufficiency and absurd cu»suraptions of supericnrity, and his 
equally ludicrous airs of martyrdom : laugh at his flattery 
and his scheming, and buy it, if it is worth the having. 
Let the wag have his dinner and the hireling his pay, if 
you want him, and make a profound bow to the grand 
homme incompriSj and the boisterous martyr, and show 
him the door. The great world, the great aggregate expe- 
rience, has its good sense, as it has its good-humour. It 
detects a pretender, as it trusts a loyal heart. It is kind 
in the main : how should it be otherwise than kind, when 
it is so wise and clear-headed ? To any literary man who 
says, " It despises my profession," I say, with all my might 
—no, no, no. It may pass over your individual case — ^how 
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many a brave fellow has fisLiled in the race, and perished 
unknown in the struggle ! — ^but it treats you as you merit 
in the main.< If you serve it, it is not unthankful ; if you 
please, it is pleased ; if you cringe to it, it detects you, and 
scorns you if you are mean : it returns your cheerfulness 
with its good-humour ; it deals not ungenerously with your 
weaknesses; it recognises most kindly your merits; it 
gives you a fair place and fair play. To any one of those 
men of whom we have spoken was it in the main ungrate- 
ful ? A king might refuse G-oldsmith a pension, as a pub- 
lisher might keep his master-piece and the delight of all 
Ihe world in his desk for twp years ; but it was mistake, 
and not ill-will. Noble and illustrious names of Swift, and 
Pope, and Addison ! dear and honoured memories of Q-old- 
smith and Fielding! kind friends, teachers, benefactors! 
who shall say that our country, which continues to bring 
you such an unceasing tribute of applause, admiration, 
love, sympathy, does not do honour to the literary calling 
in the honour which it bestows upon you ! 
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CHARITY AND HUMOUR. 

Several cliaritaUe ladies of this city, to some of whom 
I am under great personal obligation, having thought that 
a Lecture of mine would advance a benevolent end whidi 
they had in view, I have preferred, in place of delivering 
a Discourse, which many of my hearers no doubt know al- 
ready, upcm a subject merely literary or biographical, to put 
together a few thoughts which may serve as a supplement 
to the former Lectures, if you like, and which have this at 
least in common with the kind purpose which assembles 
you here, that they rise out of the same occasion, and treat 
of charity. 

Besides contributing to our stock of happiness, to our 
harmless laughter and amusement, to our scorn for false- 
hood and pretension, to our righteous hatred of hypocrisy, 
to our education in the perception of truth, otir love of hon- 
esty, our knowledge of life, and shrewd guidance through 
the world, have not our humorous writers, our gay and ' 
kind week-day preachers, done much in support of that 
holy cause which has assembled you in this place ; and 
which you are all abetting, the cause of love and charity, 
the cause of the poor, the weak, and the unhappy ; the 
sweet mission of love and tenderness, and peace and good- 
will towards men ? That same theme which is urged upon 
you by the eloquence and example of good men to whom 
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you are delighted listeners on Sabbath-days, is taught in 
his way' and according to his power by the humorous writ- 
er, the commentator on everv-dav life and manners. 
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tioner; a Pharisee may put pieces of gold into the charity- 
plate out of mere hypocrisy and ostentation, but the bad 
man's gold feeds the widow and the fatherless as well as 
the good man's. The butcher and baker must needs look, 
not to motives, but to money, in return for Uieir wares. 

I am not going to hint that we of the Literary calling 
resembb Monsieur Tartuffe or Monsieur Stiggins, though 
there may be such men in our body, as there are in all. 

A literary man of the humoristic turn is pretty sure to 
be of a philanthropic nature, to have a great sensibility, to 
be. easily moved to pain or pleasure, keenly to appreciate 
the varieties of temper of people round about him, and sym- 
pathise in their laughter, love, amusement, tears. Such a 
man is philanthropic, man-loving by nature, as another is 
irascible^ or red-haired, or six feet high* And so I would 
arrogate no particular merit to literary men for the posses- 
sion of this faculty of doing good which some of them en- 
joy. It costs a gontleman no sacrifice to be benevolent on 
paper; and the luxury of indulging in the most beautiful 
and brilliant sentiments never makes any man a penny the 
poorer. A literary man is no better than another, as fcur 
as my experience goes ; and a man writing a book, no bet- 
ter nor no worse than one who keeps accounts in a ledger, 
or follows any other occupation. Let us, however, give him 
credit for the good, at least, which he is the means of do- 
ing, as we give credit to a man vrith a million for the hund- 
red whidh he puts into the plate at a charity-sermon. He 
never misses them. He has. made them in a moment by a 
lucky speculation, and psftts with them, knowing that^he 
has an almost endless balance at his bank, whence he can call 
for more. ^ But in esteeming the benefaction, we are grat<v. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHARITY AND HUMOUR. 275 

fill to the Benefactor, too, somewhat; and so of men of 
genius, richly endowed, and lavish- in parting with their 
mind's wealth, we may view them at least kitidly and fa- 
vorably, and be thankful for the bounty of which Prov- 
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oa the worid**-that sweet friendliness, which fills his heart 
and his slyle, You reoognise it, even though there may 
not be a single point of wit, or a single pathetio touch in the 
page ; though you may not be called upon to salute his ge« 
nius by a laugh or a tear. That collision of ideas, which 
provokes the one or the other, must be occasional. They 
must be like papa's embraces, which I spoke of anon, who 
only delivers them now and again, and cannot be expected 
to go on kissing the children all night. And so the writer's 
jokes and sentiment, his ebullitions of feeling, his outbreaks 
of high spirits, must not be too frequent. One tires of a 
page of which every sentence sparkles with points, of a sen- 
timentalist who is always pumping the tears from his eyes 
or your own. One suspects the genuineness of the tear, the 
naturalness of the humour; these ought to be true and 
manly in a man, as everything else in his life should be 
manly and true ; and he loses his dignity by laughing or 
weeping out of place, or too often. 

When the Reverend Lawrence Sterne begins to senti- 
mentalize over the carriage in Monsieur Pessein's court- 
yard, and pretends to squeeze a tear out of a ricketty old 
shandrydan ; when, presently, he encounters the dead don-p 
key on his road to Paris, and snivels over that asinine corpse, 
I say: " Away you drivelling quack : do not paUn off these 
grimaces of grief upon simple folks who know no better, and 
cry misled by your hypocrisy." Tears are sacred. Thetrib- 
utes of kind hearts to misfortune, the mites which gentle 
souls drop into the collections made for G-od's poor and un- 
happy, am not to be tricked out of tiiem by a whimpering 
hypocrite, handing round a begging-box for your compas* 
aion, and askingyour pity for a lie. When that same man 
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tells me of Lefevre's illness and Uncle Toby's charity ; of the 
noble at Rennes coming hpme and reclaiming his sword^ 
1 thank him for the generous emotion which, springing gen- 
uinely from his own heart, has caused mine to admire be- 
nevolence and sympathise with honour; and to feel love, 
and kindness, and pity.. 

If I do not love Swift^ as, thank God, I do not, howeveif 
immensely I mdy admire him, it is because I revolt firom 
the man who plaisards himself as a professional hater of 
his own kind ; because he chisels his savage indignation on 
his tomb-stone, as if to perpetuate his protest against being 
born of our race-^the suffering, the weak, the erring, the 
wicked, if you will, but still the friendly, the loving chil- 
dren of G-od our Father : it is because, as I read through 
Swift's dark volumes, I never find the aspect of nature 
seems to delight him ; the smiles of children to please him ; 
tiier sight of wedded love to soothe him. I do not I'emember 
in any line of his writing a passing allusion to a natural 
scene of beauty. When he speaks about the families of 
his comrades and brother clergymen, it is to assail i^em 
with gibes and scorn, and to laugh at them brutally for be- 
ing fadiers and for being poor. He does mention in tiie 
Journal to Stella, a sick childj to be sure*— a child of Lady 
Masham^that was ill of the small-pox-— but then it is to 
confound the brat for being ill, and the mother for attend- 
ing to it, when she should have been busy about a court 
intrigue, in which the Dean was deeply engaged; And he 
alludes to a suitor of Stella's, and a match she might have 
made, and would have made, very likely, with an honoura- 
ble and faifhful and attached man. Tisdall, who loved her, 
and of .whom Swift speaks, in « letter to this lady, in hm* 



Digitized by 



Google 



278 ENGLISH HUMOURISTS. 

gaage so foul that yoa would not becur to hear it. In treat- 
ing of the good the humourist^ have done, of the love and 
kindness they have taught and left behind them, it is not 
of this one I dare speak. Heaven help the lonely misan- 
thrope ! be kind to that multitude of sins, with so little char- 
ity to cover them ! 

Of Mr. Congreve's contributions to the English stock of 
benevolence, I do not speak ; for, of any moral legacy to pos- 
terity, I doubt whether that brilliant man ever thought at 
all. He had some money, as I have told ; every shilling of 
which he left to his friend the Duchess of Marlborough, a 
lady of great fortune and the highest fashion. He gave 
the gold of his brains to persons of fortune and fashicm, too. 
There is no more feeling in his comedies, than in as many 
books of Euclid. He no more pretends to teach love for 
the poor, and good-will for the unfortunate, than a danc- 
ing-master does; he teaches pirouettes and flic-flans; and 
how to bow to a lady, and to walk a minuet. In nis private 
life Gongreve was immensely liked^-more so than any man 
of his age, almost; and to have been so liked, must have been 
kind and good-natured. His good-nature bore him through 
extreme bodily iHs and pain, with uncommcm cheerfulness 
anc' <x)urage. Being so gay, so bright, so popular, such a 
grand seigneur, be sure he was kind to diose about him, 
generous to his dependants, serviceable to his friends. So- 
ciety does not like a man so long as it liked Congreve, un- 
less he is likeable ; it finds out a quack very soon; it scorns 
a poltroon or a curmudgeon; we may be certain that this 
man was brave, good-tempered, and liberal ; so^ very likely, 
is Monsieur Pirouette, of whom we spoke ; he cuts his ca- 
pers, he grins, bows, and dances to his fiddle. In private, 
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he may have a hundred virtues ; in publio, he teaches danc« 
ing. His business is cdtilliohs, not ethics. 

As much may be said of those charming and lazy Epi- 
cureans, Gray and Prior, sweet lyric singers, comrades of 
Anacreon, and disciples of love arid the bottle. "Is there 
any moral shut within the bosom of a rose?" sings our 
great Tennyson. Does a nightingale preach from a bough, 
or the lark from his cloud? ^Not knowingly; yet we may 
be grateful, and love larks and roses, and the flower-crown- 
ed minstrels, too, who laugh and who sing. 

Of Addison's contributions to the charity of the world, 1 
have spoken before, in trying to depict that noble figure ; and 
say now, as then, that we should thank him tis one of the 
greatest benefactors of that vast and immeasurably spread- 
ing family which speaks our common tongue. Wherever it 
is spoken, Ihere is no man that does not feel, and understand, 
and use the noble English word "gentleman." And there 
is no man that teaches ua to be gentlemen better than Jo- 
seph Addison. Grentle in our bearing through life ; gentle 
and courteous to bur neighbour; gentle in dealing with his 
follies and weaknesses; gentle in treating his opposition; 
deferential to the old; Jsindly to the p6or, and those below 
us in degree ; for people above us and below us we must 
find, in whatever hemisphere we dwell, whether kings or 
presidents govern us; and in no republic or monarchy that 
I know of, is a citizen exempt from the tax of befriending 
poverty and weakness, of respecting age^.and of honouring 
his father and mother. It has just been whispered to me 
— ^I have not been tiiree months in the country, and, of 
course, cannot venture to express an opinion of my own- 
that, in regard to paying this latter tax of respect and hon- 
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our to ago, some very few of the Republican youths are oc- 
casionally a little remiss. I have heard of young Sons of 
Freedom publishing their Declaration of Independence be- 
fore they could well spell it; and cutting the connexion be- 
tween father and mother before they had learned to shave. 
My own time of life having been stated by various enlight- 
ened organs of public opinion, at almost any figure from for^ 
ty.five to sixty, I cheerfully own that I belong to the Fogy 
interest, and ask leave to rank in, and plead for, that re- 
spectable class. Now a gentleman can but be a gentleman, 
in Broadway or the backwoods, in Pall-Mali or Califoiliia; 
and \diere and whenever he lives, thousands of miles away 
in the wilderness, or hundreds of years hence, I am sure 
that reiading the writings of this true gentleman, this true 
Christian, this noble Joseph Addison, must do him good. 
He may take Sir Roger de Coverley to the Diggings with 
him, and learn to be gentle and good-humoured, and ur- 
bane, and friendly in the midst of that struggle in which 
his life is engaged. I take leave to say that the most brill> 
iant youth of this city may read over this delightful me- 
morial of a by«.gone age, of fashions long passed away; of 
manners long since changed and modified; of noble gentle- 
men, and a great, and a brilliant and polished society ; and 
find in it much to charm and polish, to refine and instruct 
him. A courteousness, which can be out of place at no 
time, and under no flag. A politeness and simplicity, a 
truthful manhood, a gentle respect and deference, which 
may be kept as the unbought grace of life, and cheap de- 
fence of mankind, long after its old artificial distinctions, 
after periwigs, and small-swords, and ruffles, and red-heeled 
•hoes, and titles, and stars and garters have passed away. 
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I will tell you when I have been put in mind of two of the 
finest gentlemen "books bring us any mention of. I mean 
our books (not books of history, but books of humour). I 
will tell you when I have been put in mind of the courteous 
gallantry of the noble knight, Sir Roger deCoverley of Co^ 
verley Manor, of the nobleHidalgo Don Quixote of La Man^ v 
cha: here in your own omnibus-carriages and railway-cars, 
when I have seen a woman step in, handsome or not, well- 
dressed or not, and a workman in hob-nail shoes, or a dandy 
in the height of the fashion, rise up and give her his place. 
I think Mr. Spectator, with his short face, if he had seen 
such a deed of courtesy, would have smiled a sweet smile 
to the doer of that gca»tleman-Uke action, and have made 
him a low bow from under his great periwig, and have gone 
home and written a pretty paper about him. 

I am sure Dick Stecjle would have hailed him, were he 
dandy or mechanic, and asked him to a tavern to share a 
bottle, or perhaps half a dozen. Mind, I do not set down 
the five lagt flasks to Dick's score for virtue, and look upon 
them as works of the most questionable supererogation. 

Steele, as a. literary benefactor to the world's charity, 
must rank very high, indeed, not merely from his givings, 
which were abundant, but because his endowments are 
prodigiously increased in value since he bequeathed them, 
as the revenues of the lands, bequeathed to our Foundling- 
Hospital at London, by honest Captain Coram, its founder, 
are immensely enhanced by the houses since built upon 
them. Steele was the founder of sentimental writing in 
English, and how the land has been since occupied, and 
what hundreds of us have laid out gardens, and built up 
tenemehts on Steele's ground ! Before his time, readers or 
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hearers were never called upon to cry except at a tragedy, 
and compassion was not expected to express itself other« 
wise than in blank verse, or for personages much lower 
in rank than a dethroned monarch, or a widowed or a jilt- 
ed empress. He stepped off the high-heeled cothurnus, and 
came down into common life ; he held out his great hearty 
arms, and embraced. us all; he had a bow for all women; 
a kiss for all children ; a shake of the hand for all men, high 
or low; he showed us Heaven's sun shining every day on 
quiet homes ; not gilded palace-roofs only, or court proces- 
sions, or heroic warriors fighting for princesses and pitched 
battles. He took away comedy from behind the fine lady's 
alcove, or the screen where the libertine was watching her. 
He ended all that wretched business of wives jeering at 
their husbands, of rakes laughing wives, and husbands too, 
to scorn. That miserable, rouged, tawdry, sparkling, hol- 
low-hearted comedy of the Restoration fled before him, and, 
like the wicked spirit in the Fairy-books, shrank, as Steele 
let the daylight in, and shrieked, and shudderedf and van- 
ished. The titage of humourists has been common-life ever 
since Steele's and Addison's timie ; the joys and griefs, the 
aversions and sympathies, the laughter and tears of nature. 
And here, coming off the stage, and throwing aside the 
motley-habit, or satiric disguise, in which he had before en- 
tertained yon, mingling with the world, and wearing the 
same coat as his neighbour, the humourist's service became 
straightway immensely more available; his means of doing 
good infini^ly multiplied; his success, and the esteem in 
which he was held, proportionately increased. It requires 
an effort, of which all minds are not capable, to understand 
Don Quixote; children and common people still read Grulli- 
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▼er for the story merely. Many more persons are sickened 
by Jonathan Wyld than can coniprehend the satire of it. 
Each of the great men who wrote those books was speak- 
ing from behind the satiric mask I anon mentioned. Its 
distortions appal many simple spectators ; its settled sneer 
or laugh is unintelligible to thousands, who have not the 
wit to interpret the meaning of the vizored satirist preach- 
ing from within. Many a man was at fault about Jonathan 
Wyld's greatness, wjio could feel and relish All worthy's 
goodness in Tom Jone^, and Doctor Harrison's in Aihelia, 
and dear Parson Adams, and Joseph Andrews, We love to 
read ; we may grow ever so old, but we love to read of them 
still — of love and beauty, of frankness, and bravery, and 
generosity. We hate hypocrites and cowards ; we long^ to 
de^fend oppressed innocence, and to soo:&e and succour gen- 
tle women and children. We are glad when vice is foiled 
and rascals punished ; we lend a foot to kick Blifil down 
stairs; and as we attend the brave bridegroom to his wed- 
ding on the happy mftrriage day, we ask the grooms-man's^ 
privilege to salute the blushing cheek of S^hia. A lax 
morality in many a vi^l point I own in Fielding, but a 
great hearty sympathy and benevolence ; a great kindness 
for the poor; a great gentleness and pity for the unfortu- 
nate; a great love for the pure and good ; these are among 
the contributions to the charity of tiie world with which 
this erring but noble creature endowed it. 

As for Q-oldsmith, if the youngest and most unlettered 
person here has not been liappy with the family at Wake- 
field; has not rejoiced when Olivia returned, and been 
thankful for her forgiveness and restoration ; has not laugh- 
ed with delighted good humour over Moses's gross of green 
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spectacles ; has not loved with all his heart the good Vicar, 
and that kind spirit which created these charming figures, 
and devised thebenefioent fiction which speaks to Us so ten- 
derly — ^what call is there for me to speik? In this place, 
and on this occasion, remembering these men, I claim from 
you your sympathy for the good they have done, and for the 
sweet charity which they have bestowed on the world. 

When humour joins with rhythm and music, and appears 
in song, its influence is irresistible; its charities are count- 
less, it stirs the feelings to love, peace, friendship, as scarce 
any moral agent can. The songs of B6ranger are hymns of 
love and tenderness; I have seen great whiskered French- 
men warbling the " Bonne Vieille," ilie "Soldats au pas, 
au pas ;" with tears rolling down their mustaches. At a 
Burns's Festival, I have seen Scotchmen singing "Bums, 
while the drops twinkled on their farrowed cheeks : while 
each rough hand was flung out to grasp its neighbour's; 
while early scenes and sacred recollections, and dear and 
delightful memories of the past came rushing back at tho 
sound of the familiar words and music, and the softened 
heart was full of love, and friendship, and home. Humour! 
if tears are the alms of gentle spiritsj and may be counted, 
as sure they may, among the sweetest of life's charities. 
Of that kindly sensibility, and sweet sudden emotion, which 
exhibits itself at the eyes, I know no such provocative as 
humour. It is an irresistible sympathiser ; it surprises you 
into compassion: yoUr are laughing and disarmed, and sud- 
denly forced into tears. I heard a humorous balladist not 
'ong since, a minstrel with wool on his head, and an ultra- 
Ethiopian complexion, who performed a negro ballad, that 
I confeiss moistened these spectacles in the most unexpectei^ 
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manner. They have gazed at dozens of tragedy-queens, 
dying on the stage, and expiring in appropriate blank verse, 
and I never wanted to wipe them. They have looked up, 
with deep respect be it said, at many scores of clergymen 
in pulpits, and without being dimmed ; and behold a vaga- 
bond with a corked face and a banjo sings a little song, 
strikes a wild note which sets the whole heart thrilling 
with happy pity. Humour! humour is the mistress of 
tears ; she knows the way to the fons lachrymarum, strikes 
in dry and rugged places with her enchanting wand, and 
bids the fountain gush and sparkle. She has refreshed myr- 
iads more from her natural springs, than ever tragedy has 
watered from her pompous old urn. 

Popular humour, and especially modem popular hu- 
mour, and the writers, its exponents, are always kind and 
chivalrous, taking the side of the weak against the strong. 
In our plays, and books, and entertainments for the lower 
classes in England, I scarce remember a story or theatrical 
piece in which a wicked aristocrat is not bepummelled by a 
dashing young champion of the people. There was a book 
which had an inunense popularity" in England, and I be- 
lieve has been greatly read here, in which the Mysteries of 
the Court of London were said to be unveiled by a gentle- 
man, who I suspect knows about as much about the court 
of London as he does of that of Pekin. Years 9go I treated 
myself to sixpennyworth of this performance at a railway 
station, and foupd poor dear George the Fourth, our lat« 
most religious and gracious king, occupied in the most fla- 
gitious designs against the tradesmen's families in his me- 
tropolitan city. A couple of years after, I took sixpenny- 
worth more of the same delectable history: Q-eorge tiie 
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Fourth was still at work, still mining the peace of trades- 
men's families; he had been at itior two whole years, and 
a bookseller at Uie Brighton station told me that this book 
was by many, many times the most popular of all period- 
ical tales then published, because, says he, ^4t lashes the 
aristocracy !" Not long since, I weat to two penny-tiieatres 
in London; immense eager crowds of people thronged the 
buildings, and the vast masses thrilled and vibrated with 
the emotion produced by the pieee reptftsented cm the stage, 
and burst into applause or lau^ter, such as many a polite 
actor would m^ for in vain. In both these pieces there 
was a wicked Lord kicked out of tlie window— there is al- 
ways a wicked Lord kicked out of the window. First piece : 
— "Domestic drama — Thrilling interest! — ^Weaver's fam- 
ily in distress! — F^nny gives away het breiad to little 
Jacky, and starves! — Enter wicked Lord: tempts Fanny 
with offer of Diamond Necklace, Champagne Suppers, and 
Coach to ride in ! — Enter sturdy Blacksmith. — Scuffle be- 
tween Blacksmith and Aristocratic minion : e:^t wicked 
Lord out of the window." Fanny, of <5ourse, becomes Mrs 
Blacksmith. 

The second piece was a nautical dr^una, also of thrilling in- 
terest, consisting chiefly of hornpipes, and acts of most tre« 
mendcwis oppression on the part of certain Earls and Magis- 
trates towards the people. Two wicked Lords -^ere in this 
piece the atrocious scoundrels : one Aristocrat, a deep-dyed 
villain, in short duck trowsers and Berliik eotton gloves; 
while the other minign of wealth enjoyed an eye-glass with 
a blue ribbon, and whisked about the stage with a penny 
cane. Having made away with Fanny Forester's lover^ 
Tom Bowling, by means of a press-gang, they meet her all 
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alone oaa common, and subject her to the most opprobrious 
language and behaviour: "Release me, villains !'' says Fan- 
ny, pulling a brace of pistols out of her pockets, and crossing 
them over her breast so as to <5over wicked Lord to the right, 
wicked Lord to the left ; and they might have remained in 
that position ever so much longer (for tiie aristocratic ras- 
cals had pistols too), had not Tom Bowling returned from 
sea at the very nick of time, armed with a great marline- 
spike, with 'which-— whack ! whack ! down goes wicked 
Lord, No. 1 — ^wicked Lord, No. 2. Fanny rushes into Tom's 
arms with an hysterical shriek, and I dare say they mar- 
ry, and are very happy ever after.— Popular fun is always 
kind : it is the champion of the humble against the great. 
Li all popular parables, it is Little Jack that conquers, and 
the Griant that topples down. I think our popular authors 
are rather hard upon the great folks. Well, well ! their Lord- 
ships have all the money, and can afibrd to be laughed at. 
In our days, in England, the importance of the humour- 
ous preacher has prodigiously increased ; his audiences are 
enormous ; every week or month his happy congregations 
flock to him; they never tire of such sermons. I believe 
my friend Mr. Punch is as popular tc-day as he has been 
any day siisoe his birth; I believe that Mr. Dickens's read- 
ers are even more numerous than they have «ver been since 
* his unrivalled pen conamenced to delight the world with its 
humour. We have among us other literary parties; we 
have Punch, as I have said, preaching from his booth; we 
have a Jerrold party very numerous, and faithful to that 
acute thinker and distinguished wit ; and we have also — 
it must be said, and it is still to be hoped — ^a Vanity-Fair 
party, the author of which work has lately been described 
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by the London Times newspaper as a writer of consider* 
able parts, but a dreary itiisanthrope, who sees no good any- 
where, who sees the sky above him green, I think, instead 
of blue, and only miserable sinners round about him. So 
we are ; so is every writer and every reader I ever heard of; 
so was every being who ever trod this earth, save One. I 
cannot help telling the truth as I view it, and describing 
what I see. To describe it otherwise than it seems to me 
would be falsehood in that calling in which it has pleased 
Heaven to place me ; treason to that conscience which says 
that men are weak ; that truth must be told ; that fault 
must be owned; that pardon must be prayed for; and that 
love reigns supreme over all. 

I look back at the good which of late years the kind En- 
glish Hum(nirists have done ; and if you are pleased to rank 
the present speaker among that class, I own to an honest 
prid^ at thinking what benefits society has derived from 
men of our calling. That ** Song of the Shirt," which 
PuQch first published, and the noble, the suffering, the 
melancholy, the tender Hood sang, may surely rank as a 
great act of charity to the world, and call from it its thanks 
and regard for its teacher and benefactor. That astonish- 
ing poem, which you all of you know, of the " Bridge of 
Sighs,"* who can read it without tenderness, without rev- 



^ The Bridge op Sighs. 
''Browned! Drowned '"—Hamlet. 
One more Unfortunate, 
Weary of breath, 
Rashly importunate" 
Gone to her death 

Take her up tenderly. 
Lift her with care ; 
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erenoe to Heaven, charity to man, and than&s t^ the be- 
neficent genius which sang for us so nobly ? 

Fashioned so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair! 

Look at her garments 
Clinging like cerements ; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing ; 
Take her up instantly, 
Loving, not loathing. 
Touch her not scornfully ; 
Think of her mournfully, 
Gently and humanly ; 
Not of the stains of ber. 
All that remains of her 
Now, is pure womanly. 

Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 
Rash and undutiful ; 
Past all dishonour. 
Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful 
StiU, for all slips of hen, 
One of Eve*s family — 
Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing so clammily. 
Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the oomb> 
Her fair auburn tresses ; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home T 
Who was her Father ? 
Who was her Mother? 
Had she a sister? . 
Had she a brother 7 
Or was there a dearer OM 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other? 
Alas ! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 

N 
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I never saw the writer but once ; but shall always be 
glad to think that some words of mine, printed in a peri- 
odical of that day, and in praise of these amazing versea 

Under the sun \ 
Oh ! it was pitiful ! 
Near a whole city full. 
Home she had none. 

Sisterly, brotherly 
Fatherly, motherly, 
Feelings hid changed : 
Love by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from its eminence ; 
Even God*s providence 
Seeming e8trao|;ed. 

Where the lamps quiver 

So far in the river, 

With many a light 

From window and casement, 

From garret to basement. 

She st«od with amazement. 

Houseless by night. 

The bleak wind of March 

Made her tremble and shiver* 

But not the dark arch, ^ 

Or the black flowing river 

Mad firom life's history. 

Glad to death's mystery. 

Swift to be hurPd— 

An3rwhere, anywhere 

Out of the world! 

In she plunged boldly. 

No matter how coldly 

The rough river r»n. 

Over the brink of it 

Picture it— think of it. 

Dissolute man ! 

Lave in it, drink of it 

Then, if you can I 

Take her up tendeiiy. 

Lift her with care ; 
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(which, strange to say, appeared ahnost unnoticed at first 
in the magazine in which Mr. Hood published them) — ^I 
am proud, I say, to think that some words of appreciation 
of mine reached him on his death-bed, and pleased and 
soothed him in that hour of manful resignation and pain. 

As for the charities of Mr. Dickens, multiplied kindness- 
es which he has conferred upon us all ; upon our children ; 
upon people educated and uneducated'; upon the myriads 
here and at home, who speak our common tongue ; have 
not you, have not I, all of us reason to be thankful to this 
kind friend, who soothed and charmed so many hours, 
brought pleasure and sweet Imighter to so many homes ; 

Fas^on'd so slenderly, 
Young, aod so fair ! , 

Ere her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly, 
Decently — ^kindly — 
Smoothe and compose them ; 
And her eyes close them, 
Staring so blindly ! 
Dreadfully staring 
Through muddy impurity, 
As when with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fixed on futurity. 

Perishing gloomily, 
Spurred by contumely, 
Cold inhumanity, 
Burning insanity, 
Into her rest. 
Cross her hands huinbly 
As if praying dumbly. 
Over her breasl ! 

Owning her weakness. 
Her evil behavior. 
And leaving with meekneM 
Her sins to her Savioar * 
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made such multitudes of ohildren happy ; endowed Us with 
such a sweet store of gracious thoughts, fair fancies, soft 
sympathies, hearty enjoyments. There are creations of 
Mr. Dickens's which seem to me to rank as personal bene- 
fits ; figures so delightful, that one feels happier and better 
for knowing them, as one does for being brought into the 
society of very good men and women. The atmo^here in 
which these people live is wholesome to breathe in ; you 
feel that to be allowed to speak to them is a personal kind- 
ness ; you come away better for your contact with them ; 
your hands seem cleaner from having the privilege of shad- 
ing theirs. Was there ever a better charity sermon preach- 
ed in the world than Dickens's Christmas Carol? I believe 
it occasioned immense hospitality thrcrughout England; 
was the means of lighting up hundreds of kind fires at 
Christmas time ; caused a wonderful outpouring pf Christ- 
mas good feeling ; of Christmas punch-brewing ; an awful 
slaughter of Christmas turkeys, and roasting and basting of 
Christmas beef. As for this man's love of children, that . 
amiable organ at the back of his honest head must be per- 
fectly monstrous. All children ough't^to love him. I know 
two that do, and read his books ten times for once that they 
peruse the dismal prea^Vrif^ats of their father. I know one 
who, when she is happy, reads Nicholas Niokleby; when 
she is unhappy, reads Nicholas Nickleby ; when she is tired, 
reads Nicholas Nickleby ; when she is in bed, reads Nicho- 
las Nickleby; when she has nothing to do, reads Nicholas 
Nickleby; and when she has finished the book, reads Nich- 
olas Nickleby over again. This candid young critic, at ten 
years of age, said, " I like Mr. Dickens's books much bet- 
ter than yottr books, papa ;" and frequently expressed her 
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desire that the latter author should write a book lik6 one 
of Mr. Dickens's books. Wha can ? Every man must say 
his own thoughts in his own voice, in his own way ;* lucky 



> The following is from the " Curate»8 Walk," in Puiich, for 1847. 

"It was the third out of the four bell-bu^<nis al,the door at which the Ctirate 
pulled ; and the sumiAons was answered after a brief interval. 

" I must premise that the house before which we stopped was No. 14, Sedan 
Buildings, leading out of Great Guelph-street — Dettingen-street, Culloden-street, 
M inden Square and Upper and Lower Caroline Row form part of the same quarter 
-r-B, very queer and solemn quarter to walk in, I think, and one which always sug- 
gests Fielding's novels to me. I can fancy Captain Booth strutting before the veiy 
door at which we were standing, in tarnished lace, with his hat cocked over his eye, 
and his hand on his hanger; or Lady Bellftston's chair and bearers coming swinging 
jipyn. Great Guelph-street^ which we have just quitted to enter Sedan Buildings. 

" Sedan Buildings is a little flagged square, ending abruptly with the huge walls 
of Bluck's Brewery. The houses, by many degrees smaller than the large decayed 
tenements in Great Guelph-street, are still not uncomfortable, although shabby. 
There are brass plates on the doors, two on some of them;. or simple names, at 
* Lunt,' ' Padgemor6,' &c., (as if no other statement about Lunt and Padgemore 
were necesMuy at aU) under the bells. There are pictures of mangles before two 
of the houses, and a gilt arm with a hammer sticking out from one. I never saw 
a Goldbeater. What sort of a being is he, that he alwajAi isticks out his ensiga m 
dark, mouldy, lonely, dreary, but somewhat respectable places 7 What powerful 
Mulciberian fellows they must be, those GoldbeaC^rS) whacking and thumping with 
huffe mdlets at the jprecious metals all day. I wonder what is Goldbeater's skin ? 
and if they get impregnated v ith the metal ? and are their graat arms under their 
clean shirts on Sundays, all [;ilt and shining ? It is a quiet, kind, respectable place 
somehow, in spite of its shabbiness. Two pewter pints and a jolly little half-pint 
are hanging on the railings in perfect confidence, basking in what little sun comes 
into the Court. A group of small children ~ mg aa ornament of oyster shells 

IB one comer. Who has that half-pint ? Is it lof one of those small one*, or for some 
delicate female recommended to take beer ? The windows in the Court, upon some 
of which the sun glistens, are not cracked, and pretty clean ; it is only the black and 
dreary look behind which gives them a pover^-stricken appearance. No curtains 
or blinds. A bird-cage and a very few pots of flowers here and there. This — with 
the exception of a milkman talking to a whitey-brown woman, made up of bits of 
flannel and strips of faded chintz and calico seemingly, and holding a long bundle 
which cried — ^this was all I saw in Sedan Buildings while we were waiting until 
the door should open. 

** At last the door was opened, and by a porteress so small, that I wonder how 
tlie could ever have reached up to the latch. She bobbed a curtsey and smiled 
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is he who has suoh a charming gift of nature as tiiis, which 
brings all the children in the world trooping to him, and 
being fond of him. 



at the Curate, whose face gleamed with bettevolence too, in reply to that saints 
tion. 

*' * Mother not at home?' says Frank White^tock, pattmg the child on the head. 

** * Mother's oat charing, sir,' replied the girl ; * but please to walk up, sir.' And 
she led the way up one or two pairs of stairs to that apartment in the house which 
is called the second-floor front ; in which was the abode of the charwoman. 

** There were two young persons in the room, of the rftspectire ages (^ eight and 
fiye, I should think. She of five years of age was hemming a duster, being perched 
on a chair at the table in the middle of the room. The elder, of eight, politely 
wiped a chair with a cloth for the accommodation of the good-natured Curate, and 
came and stood between his knees, immediately alongside o( his umbrella, which 
also reposed there, and which she by no means equalled in height. 

**< These children attend my school at Saint Timothy's,^ Mr. Whitestock said; 
< and ^tsy keeps the house while her mother is from home.' 

*^Any thing cleaner or neater than this house it was impossible to conceire. 
There was a big bed, which must hare been the resting-place of the whole of this 
little family. There were three or four religious prints on the walls, besides two 
framed and gkzed, of Prince Coburg and the Princess Charlotte. There were brass 
6andlesticks, and a lamb^n the ohinmey-piece, and a cupboard in the comer, dec- 
orated with near half-a-dozen of plates, yellow bowls, and crockeiy. And on the 
table there were two or three bits of dry bead, and a jug with water, with whi<^ 
these three young people (it being then near three o'clock) were about to make the ir 
meal called tea. 

" That little Betsy, who looks so small, is nearly ten years old ; snd has beei 
a mother ever since the age of abotit five. I mean to say, that her own mothei 
having to go out upon her charing operations, Betsy assumes command of the room 
during her parent's absence : has nursed her sisters from babyhood up to the present 
time : keeps order over them, and the house as clean as you see it : and goes oc^ 
occasionally and transacts the family purchases of bread, moist sugar, and mother's 
tea. They dine upon bread, tea and breakfast upon bread when they have it, or go 
to bed without a mbrsel. Their holiday is Sunday, which they spend at Church 
and Sunday-school. The younger children scarcely ever go out save on that day 
but sit sometimes in the sun, which comes in pretty pleasantly ; sometimes blue in 
the oold, for they very seldom see a fire except to heat irons by, when mother has a 
job of linen to get up. Father was a journeyman book-binder, who died four years 
ago, and is buried among thousands and thousands of the nameless dead who lie 
crowding the black churchyard of St. Timothy's parish. 

** The Curate evidently took especial pride in Victoria, the youngest of these 
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I remember when that famous Nicholas Nickleby came 
out, seeing a letter from a pedagogue in the north of En- 



three children of the charwoman, and caused Betsy to fetch a book which lay at the 
window, and bade her read. It was a Missionary Register which the Curate opened 
hap-hazardf and this baby began to read out in an exceedingly clear and resolute 
voice about — 

" The island of Raritongo is the least frequented of all the Caribbean Archipelago. 
Wankyfungo is four leagues southeast by east, and the peak of the crater of Shu- 
agnahua is distinctly visible. The Irascible entered Raritongo Bay on the evening 
of Thursday 29th, and the next day the Rev. Mr. Flethers, Mrs. Flethers, and their 
nine children, and Shangpooky, the native converted at Cacabawgo, landed and took 
up their residence at the house of Ratatua, the principal chief, who entertained us 
with a yam, a pig, &c., &c^, &c. 

" Raritongo, Wankifungo, Archipelago. I protest this little woman read off each 
of these long words with an ease which perfectly astonished me. Many a lieuten- 
ant in Her Majesty's Heavies would be puzzled with words of half the length. 
Whitestock, by way of reward for her scholarship, gave her another pat on the head ; 
having received which present with a curtsey, she went and put back the book into 
the window, and clambering back into the chair, resumed the hemming of the blue 
duster. 

"I suppose it was the smallnesa o'f theite people, as well as their singular, neat 
and tidy behaviour, which interested me so. Here were three creatures not so high 
as the table, with all the labours, duties, and cares of life upon their little shoul- 
ders, working and doing their duty like the biggest of my readers ; regular, labori 
ous, cheerful — content with small pittances, practising a hundred virtues of thrift 
and order. 

** Elizabeth, at ten years of age, might walk out of this house, and take the com 
mand of a small establishment. She can wash, get up linen, cook, make purchases, 
and buy bargains. If I were ten years old and three feet in height, I would many 
her, and we would go and live in a cupboard, and share the little half-pint pot of 
porter for dinner. 'Melia, eight years of age, though inferior in accomplishments to 
her sister, is her equal in size, and can wash, scrub, hem, go errands, put her hand 
to the dinner, and make herself generally useful. In a wprd, she is fit to be a little 
housemaid, to make every thing Imt the beds, which she can not as yet reach up to 
As for Victoria's qualifications, they have been mentioned before. I wonder whether 
the Princess Alice can read off ' Raritongo,' &c., as glibly as this surprising little 
aaimal. 

*^ I asked the Curate's permission to make these young ladies a present, and ac 
eordingly produced the sum of sixpence to be divided amongst the three. * What 
iMl you de with it V I said, iBying down the coin. 

" They answered all three at <mce, and in a little chomt, 'Well give it to mother. 
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gland, whioh, dismal a^ it was, was immensely comical 
" Mr. Dickens's ill-advised publication," wrote the poor 
schoolmaster, ^^has passed like a whirlwind over the 
Bchools of the North." He was a proprietor of a cheap 
school ; Dotheboys-Hall was a cheap school. There were 
many such establishments in the northern counties. Par- 
ents were ashamed, that never were ashamed before, until 
the kind satirist laughed at them ; relatives were frighten- 
ed ; scores of little scholars were taken away ; poor school- 
Oiasters had to shut their shops up ; every pedagogue was 
voted a SqueerS| and many suffered, no doubt unjustly ; 
but afterwards school-bo^s' backs were not so much caned ; 
school-boys' meat was less tough and more plentiful ; and 
school-boys' milk was not so sky-blue. What a kind light 
of benevolence it is that plays round Crummies and the 



This verdict caused the disbarsement of anottier sixpence, and it was explained to 
them that the sum was for their own private pleasures, and each was called upon 
to declare what she would purchase. 
** Elizabeth says, 'I would like two penn'orth of meat, if you please, sir.* 
** *Kelia : * Ha*porth of treacle, three farthings' worth of milk, and the same of 
fresh bread.' 

** Victoria, speaking very quick, and gasping in an agitated manner. *Ha'pny — 
aha — orange, and ha'pny— aha — ^i^ple, and ha'pny — aha — treacle, an4) and aha — * 
here her imagination failed her. She did not know what to do with the rest of the 



** At this 'Melia actually interposed, * Suppose she and Victoria subscribed a 
farthing a piece out of their money, so that Betsy might have a quarter of a pound 
of meat V She added that her sister wanted it, and that it would do her good. 
Upon my word, she made the proposals and the calculations in an instant, and all 
of her own accord. And before we left them, Betsy had put on the queerest little 
black shawl and bonnet, and had a mug and basket ready to receive the purchases 
in question. 

" Sedan Court las a particularly friendly look to me since that day. Peace be 
with you, O, thrifty, kindly, simple, loving little maidens ! May their voyage in 
USb prosper ! Think of that great journey before them, and the little cock-boat 
nuinned by babies venturing over the stormy ocean." — Spbc. 
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Phenomenon, and all those poor theatre people in that 
oharming book ! What a humour ! and what a good-hu 
mour ! I coincide with the youthful critic, whose opinion 
has just been mentioned, and own to a family admiration 
for Nicholas Nickleby. 

One might go on, though the task would be endless and 
needless, chronicling the names of kind folks with whoru 
this kind genius has made us familiar. Who does not lov« 
Uie Marchioness, and Mr. Richard Swiveller ! Who doG6 
not sympathize, not only with Oliver Twist, but his admi- 
rable young friend the Artful Dodger ? Who has not the 
inestimable advantage of possessing a Mrs. Nickleby in his 
own family ? Who does not bless Sairey Gamp and won- 
der at Mrs. Harris. Who does not venerate the chief of 
that illustrious family who, being stricken by misfortune, 
wisely and greatly turned his attention to " coals," the ac- 
complished, the Epicurean, the dirty, the delightful Mi- 
cawber ? 

I may quarrel with Mr. Dickens's art a thousand and a 
thousand times, I delight and wonder at his genius ; I rec- 
ognize in it — I speak with awe and reverence — a commis- 
sion from that Divine Beneficence, whose blessed task we 
know it will one day be to wipe every tear from every eye. 
Thankfully I take my share of the feast of love and kind- 
ness, which this gentle, and generous^ and charitable sou] 
has contributed to the happiness of the world. I take and 
enjoy my share, and say a Benediction for the meal. 



Thb End. 
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